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Richard Tighe, Eſq; 


DF#irarions are the wy, Faſhions in the World that 
are more diſtit d for being Univerſal ; and the Rea- 
fon is, that they very ſeldom fit the Perſons they were 
made for; but I hope to avoid the common Ohloquy in 
this Addreſs, by laying aſide the Poet in every thing 
but the Dramatick Decorum of ſuiting my Character 
to the Perſon. | 
From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
Character in one of my former, People are willing to 
complement my Por formance in drawing 4 gay, ſplen- 
did, generous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman, My Geni- 
ws, I muſt confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Deſcrip= 
tion; and my Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for 
unqueſtionable, ſince in all the/e bappy Accompliſhments, 
„ come ſo near to my Darling Charatter, abating 
bi Inconſtancy. | 
What an wnſpeakable Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, 
when a happy Underſlanding comes in, to moderate the 
Defires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages 
of the latter; when a Gentleman is Maſter of all Pleo 
ſures, but a Slage to none; who has travell d, not for 
the Curioſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement 
of the Mind's Eye; and "who returns full of every thing 
but himſelf An Author might ſay a great dcal 
more, but a Friend, Sir, nay, an Enemy muſt allow 
you this. A 
1 ſhall here, Sir, meet with twa Obffacles, your Mo- 
deftly and your Senſe ; the fir g Cenſor upon the 
Sub je, the ſecond as a Critih he Siyle: But I 
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; The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
am obſflinate in my Purpoſe, and will maintain ub 
I jay te the laſt drop of my Pen; which I may the 
more boldly undertake, having all the World on my 
fide ; nay, I have your very ſelf againſt yon; for by 
declining to hear your'own Merit, your Friends are au- 
thorix d the more to proclaim it. 

Your Generoſity and eaſineſs of Temper is not only ab- 
wvious in your common Affairs and Converſation, but 
more plainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that 
Opener and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick ; — from 
your Aﬀettion for this delightſul Study, we may deduce 
the pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your Acti- 
ens; and be aſſur d, Sir, that a Perſon muſt be poſſaſi d 
.of @ very divine Soul, who is ſo much in love with the 
Entertamment of Angels. 

From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be 
.any Poetry here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kin- 
.dred, to your Favour and Affection. Tow were pleas'd 
10 honour the repreſentation of this Play with your 
Appearance at ſeveral times, which flatter d my hopes 
.that there might be ſomething in it which your good 
Nature might excuſe. With the Honour I here intend 
,.-r my ſelf, I likewiſe conſult the Intereſt of my Nati- 
on, by ſhewing a Perſon that is ſo much a Reputation 
and Credit to my Country. Beſides all this, 1 was 
willing to make 4 handſome Complement to the Place 
of my Pupilage; by informing the World that ſo fine a 
Gentleman had the Seeds of his Education in the ſame 
Hniverſity, and as the ſame time with, 


SIR, 
Yaur moſt faithful, and 
moſt humble Seryant, 
G. FARQUHAR. 
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PREFACE; 


O give you the Hiſtory of this Play, wou'd but 
| . cauſe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble to 
0 purpoſe; I ſhall only fay, that I took the hint 
from Fletcher's Wild-gooſe Chaſe; and to thoſe who 
fay, that I have ſpoil'd the Original, I wiſh no other 
Injury, but that they-would ſay-it again. 

As to the Succeſs of it, I think 'tis but a kind of 
Cremona buſineſs, I have neither loſt nor won. 1 
puſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſſeſs d, and 
the Charms of Gallick Heels were too hard for aw 
Engliſh Brain; but I am proud to own, that | have 
laid my Head at the Ladies Feet. The Favour was 
unavoidable, for we are a Nation ſo very fond of 
improving our Underſtanding, that the Inſtruction 
of a Play does no good, when it comes in competi- 
tion with the Moral of Minuet. Pliny tells us in his 
Natural Hiſtory, of Elephants that were taught ta 
dance on the Ropes; if this cou'd be made ptactica- 
ble now, what a number of S«»/criptions might be 
had ro bring the Great Mogul out of Fleet ſtreet, and 
make him dance between the Acts. 

I remember, that about two Years ago, I had a 
Gentleman from France that brought the Play-houſe 
ſome fifty Audiences in five Months; then why ſhould 
Lbe ſurpriz'd to find a French Lady do as much? Tis 
the prettieſt way in the World, of deſpiſing the French 
King, to let him ſee that we can afford Money to 
bribe away his Dancers, when he, poor Man, has 
exhauſted all his Stock, in buying of ſome pitiful 
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Towns and Principalities: Cum multis aliiss What 
can be a greater Complement to our generous Nati- 
on, than to have the Lady upon her retour to Paris, 
boaſt of their ſplendid Entertainment in England, of 
the Complaiſance, Liberty, and good Nature of 
a People, that thronged her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe 
had not room to ſtick a Pin; and left a poor Fellow, 
that had the Misfortune of being one of themſelves, 
without one Farthing for half a Year's Pains that he 
had taken for their Entertainment ? 

There were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the firſt 
Night, that took the hint from the Prologue to damn 
the Play; but they made ſuch a noiſe in the Execu- 
tion, that the People took the Out- cry for a Re- 
prieve; ſo that the darling Miſchief was over- laid by 
their over-fondneſs of the Changling: Tis ſomewhat 
bard, that Gentlemen ſhou'd debaſe themſelves into 
a Faction of a dozen, to ſtab a fingle Perſon, who 
never had the Reſolution to face two Men at a time; 
if he has had the misfortune of any Miſanderſtanding 
with a Particular Perſon, he has had a particular Per- 
ſon to anſwer it: But theſe Sparks wou'd be remar- 
kable in their Reſentment; and if any Body falls un- 
der their Diſpleaſure, they ſcorn to call him to a par- 
ticular Account, but will very honourably burn his 
Houſe, or pick his Pocket. 

The New- Houſe has perfectly made me a Convert 
by their Civility on my fixth Night: For to be Friends, 
and reveng'd at the fame time, I muſt give them a 
Play, that is, ——when [| write another. For Faction 
runs ſo high, that I cou'd wiſh the Senate wou'd ſup- 
preſs the Houſes, or put in force the Act againſt bri- 
bing Elections; that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 
vours to beſtow, will certainly carry it, ſpight of all 
Poetical Juſtice that wou'd ſupport t'other. 

| have heard ſome People ſo extravagantly angry 
at this Play, that one wou'd think they had no rea- 
ſon to be diſpleaſed at all; whilſt ſome (otherwiſe 
Men of good Senſe) have commended it ſo much, 
that | was afraid they ridiculd me; ſo ma: hf 
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both, I am abſolutely at a loſs what to think on't; 


for tho' the Cauſe has come on fix Days ſucceffively, 
yet the Tryal, 1 fanſy, is not determin d. When 
our Devotion to Lent, and our Lady, is over, the 
Buſineſs will be brought on again, and then ſhall we 
have fair Play for our Money. 

There is a Gentleman of the firſt Underſtanding, 
and a very good Critick, who ſaid of Mr. Wilks, that 
in this Part he out ated himſelf, and all Men that he 
ever ſaw, I wou'd not rob Mr. Wilks, by a worſe 
Expreſſion of mine, of a Complement that he ſo 
much deſerves. 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you, that the turn of 
Plot in the laſt AR, is an Adventure of Chevalier de 
Chaſtillon at Paris, and Matter of Fact; but the thing 
isſo univerſally known, that I think this Advice might 
have been ſpar'd, as well as all the reſt of the Pre- 
face, for any good it will do either to me or the 
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'Fhat was ſpoken the firſt Night, receiv'd 
fuch Additions from Mr. — who ſpoke 
it, that they are beſt if bury'd and forgot. 
But the following PROLOGUE is lite- 
rally the ſame that was intended for the 
Play, and written by Mr. Motteux. 


IKE hungry Gueſts, a ſitting Audience looks ; 
Plays are like Suppers : Potts are the Cooks. 

The Founders You: The Table is this Place: 
The Carvers We: The Prolegue is the Grace. 
Each Act, a Courſe ; each Scene a diſſeraat diſh : 
Tho' we're in Lent, I doubt you're ſtill for Fleſh. 
Satyr wthe Sauce, high-ſeaſon'd, ſharp and rough ; 
Kind Maſques and Beaux, I hope you're Pepper- Proof. 
Mit is the Wine; but tis ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like Viatners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Tour ſurly Scenes, where Rant and Bloodſhed join, 
Are Buichers Alcat, a Battle's a Sirloin : 
Tour Scenes of Love, ſo flowing, ſoft and chaſte, 
Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 
Bawdy's fat Ven'ſon, which tho ſtale, can pleaſe: 
Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your damn'd French Chee». 
Tour Rarity for the ſair Gueſs to gape on, 
Is your nice Squeeker, er Italian Caen; 


El 
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Or your Fr ench Virgin- Pullet, garniſh'd round, 

And dreſs d with Sance of ſome— Four hundred Pound. 

An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 

Farce is the Haſty Pudding of the Stage. 

For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 

Tou can diſpenſe with ſlender Stage- Coach Fare. 

A Paſtoral's whipe Cream; Stage-Whims, mere Traſh. 

And Tragi-Comedy, half Fiſh and Fleſb. 

Bus Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer. 

Thts Night us hope you'll an Inconſtant' bear: 

Wild Fowl is lik'd in Play-houſe ail the Year. \ 
Yer ſince each Mind betrays a diff rent Taſte, 

And every Diſh ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, 

If ought you reliſh, do not damn the reſt. ' 

This Favour crav'd, up let the Muſick firike: + 

Tou re welcome all Now fall to where you like, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Old Mirabe!, an aged Gent. of an 
odd compound, between the 
Peeviſheneſs incident to his Years, & Mr. Pinkethman 


and his Fatherly Fondneſs to- 
wards his Son. 


Young Mirabel, his Son Mr. Wilks, 


- _—<wwow_ wad — — — 


Captain Daretete, an honeſt good | 
natur'd Fellow, that thinks bim- > Mr. Bullock. 


ſelf a greater Fool than he is. 


Dwgard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Mills. 


1 Petit, Servant to Dugard, after- , 
| l wards to his Siſter. Mr, Norris. 


1 WOMEN. 


Oriana, 2 Lady contracted to u- 
abel, who wou'd bring him to > Mrs. Rogers, 
Reaſon. 


Biſarre, a whimſical Lady, * 
to Oriana, admir'd by Dur, Mrs. Ver brug ben 


Lamorce, a Woman of Contr J Mrs 2 
vance. : 8 


Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 
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1 
SCE N E, The Street. 


Enter — and his Man Petit im Riding Habits. 
| BE Irrah „ what's a Clock 2 
| Per. Turn'd of eleven, Sir. 
Dug. No more! We have rid a ſwing- 
4 ing Pace from Nemours fince two this 
| Morning! Petit, run to Rexſſeau's, and 
—— a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or a Head, to be 
ready by one. 
Per. How many will there be of you, Sir? 

Dug. Let me ſee; Mir abel one, Duretete two, my 
ſelf three | 
Pet. And I four, | 
M 6 Dug 
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Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Fa- 
miliarity ! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for 
want of better Company; but among my Friends at 
Paris, pray remember your Diſtance.— ge gone, 
Sir, | Exit Petit.] This Fellow's Wit was negel- 
fary abroad, . but he's too. cunning for a Domeſtick ; 
F muſt diſpoſe of him ſome way elfſe.——-Who's here? 
Old Mirabel, and my Siſter! My deareſt Siſter ! 


Enter Old Mibarel and Oriana. 

Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 

Dug. Monſieur Mirabel“ I'm heartily glad to fee 
you. 

Old. M. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the Blood of the 
Mirabel I'm your moſt humble Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, yow've caſt your Skin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty Health about you, no fign of 
Age. but your Siiver Haits. 

Cid M. Silver Hairs! Then they are Quick filver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt I have Golden Pockets, let my 
Hairs be Silver an they will. Adfbud, Sir, I can 
dance, and ſing, and drink, and—no, I can't wenehs. . 
But Mr. Dagard, no News of my Son Beb in all your 
Travels? 

Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir: 

Old M. Come home! Bob come home! By the 
Blood of the Mirabels, Mr, Dugard, what fay ye? 

Ori. Mr. Mirabel return'd, Sir. 

Dwg. He's certainly come, and you may ſee bim 
within this Hour - or two. | i 

Old M. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

Dug. Sir, he came to Town with me this-Morn- 
ing, I left him at the Bagnzeurs, being a little difor- 
. after riding, and I ſhall ſee him again pre- 
ſently. | 

Old M. What! And he was aſham'd. to aſk Bleſ- 
fing with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Well, and 
how fares the young Rogue, ha? 

Dug. A fine Gentleman, Sir, He'll be his own 
Meſſenger. | 1s 

Ota - 
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Old Mir. A fine Gentleman ! But is the Rogue like 
me ſtill ? 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, 
and as like you as moſt modern Sots are to their 
Fathers. 

Old Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat 
him ? 

Dag. Why yes, Sir; you marry'd his Mother, and 
he inherits your Eſtate, He's very like you, upon 
my Word. 

Ori. And pray, Brother, . what's become. of his 
honeſt Companion, Duretete ? 

Dug. Who, the Captain? The very ſame he went 
abroad ; he's the only French-man | ever knew that 
cou'd not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more 
oblig'd to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition than 
for his own: for he's more happy in Daretete s Fol- 
Iy than his own Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſepa- 
rable as Finger and Thumb, but the firſt Inſtance in 
the World, | believe, of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. 

Old Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 
think ye? 

Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner 
for us at Rouſeas's at a Lewidore a Head. 

Old Mir. A Lewidore a head! Well ſaid, Bob; by 
the Blood of the Mirabel Bob's improv'd. . But Mr. 
Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rouſ- 
ſeas before his own Natural Father? Eh! Heark'e 
Oriana, what think you, now, of a Fellow that can 
eat and drink ye a whole Lewidore at a fitting? He 
muſt be as ftrong as Hercules; Life and Spirit in a- 
bundance. Before. Gad I don't wonder at theſe 
Men of Quality, that their own Wives can't ſerve 
'em. A Lewidore a head! tis enough to ſtock the 
whole Nation with Baſtards, 'tis Faith. Mr. Dugard, 
I leave you with your Siſter. [ Exir. 

Dug. Well, Siſter, I need not aſk you how you 
do, your Looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well ſhap'd; 
vou te almoſt grown. out of my Remembrance. 


Ori. 
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Ori. Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my Toylet; I have 'ſcap'd the Jaundice, 
Green-ſickneſs, and the Small- pox; f eat three Meals 
a Day, and very merry when up, and fleep ſoundly 
when I'm down. 

Dag. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my go- 
ing abroad you wou'd chuſe this old Gentleman for 
your Guardian ; he's no more related to our Famil 
than Preſtor Fohn, and | have no reaſon to thin 
you miſtruſted my Management of your Fortune: 
Therefore pray be ſo kind as to tell me without Re- 
ſervation the true Cauſe of making ſuch a Choice. 

Gri. Look'e Brother, you were going a rambling, 
and 'twas proper, left I ſhould go a rambling too, 
that ſome-body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Mon 
fieur Mirabel is an honeſt Gentleman, was our Fa- 
' ther's Friend, and has a young Lady in his Houſe; 
whoſe Company I like, and who has choſen him for 
ber Guardian as well as I. 

Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Brifarre ? ; 

Ori. The ſame; we live merrily together, with- 
out Scandal or Repro ich; we make much of the 
old Gentleman between us, and he takes care of us; 
we eat what we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe 
when we will, all the Week we dance and fing, and 
upon Sundays go firſt to Church, and then to the Play. 
Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motives for chuſing 
this Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps I had ſome 
private Reaſons. 

Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, Sifter ; your 
Love to young Mirabel; no Secret, I can aſſure you, 
but fo publick that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. 

Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſh- 
ful; tho' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not 
alham'd enough at their own Crimes, who have. ſo 
many Blaſkes to ſpare for the Faults of their Neigh- 

urs. 

Dug. Ay, but Siſter, the People ſay 


Ori. Plhaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſon, 
and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore 8 
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hat our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat ? 


Look'e, Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Ta- 
ern, and their Informer, Claret : They think as they 
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undly 


y go- her Honour is loſt in the Toaſt. 
an for Dug. Ay, but Sifter, there is ſtill ſomething— 
'amil Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of 
thin the People's ſomething ;. Marriage is my thing, and 
tune: MIN ftick rot. 
It Re- Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry ! He'll 
ice. build Churches ſooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho“ your 
bling, Honour ſtood Proof to his home-bred Aſſaults; you 
too, muſt keep a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now 
Mon got the foreign Air and the Tralian Softneſs; his Wit's 
ir Fa- improv'd by Converſe,. his Behaviour finiſh'd by Ob- 
louſe; I ſervation, and his Aſſurance confirm'd by Succeſs. 
m for |} Siſter, | can aſſure you he has made his- Conqueſts; 
and tis a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt 
: deceiv'd by thoſe very Men that you know have 
with- been falſe to others. 
Ff the Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts; 
f us; for I muſt confeſs there is no Title to a Woman's 
e, riſe I Favour ſo engaging as the repute of a handſome Dit- 
„ and | fimulation ; there is ſomething of a Pride to fee a: 
Play. Fellow lie at our Feet, that has triumph'd over ſo 
uſing many; and then, I don't know, we fanſy he muſt 
ſome have ſomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, 
and that we have ſomething engaging about us to ſe- 
your | cure him; ſo we can't be quiet, till we put our felves- 
you, upon the lay of being both diſappointed. 
on't. Dug. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle — 
baſh- Ori. For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of 
e not | his Faults, for if you do I ſhall run mad for him: 
ve. ſo Say no more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands 
eigh- of Matrimony, I'll ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. 
I'll do his Buſineſs that way, never fear. | 
Dug. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to underſtand 
aſon, I the Engagements between you and your Lover; I 
nfer, | expe, when you have need of my Counſel or Aſ- 


that 


drink, and ſwallow Reputations like Loches; a La- 
dy's Health goes briſkly round with the Glaſs, but 


fiſtance,. 


6 The Inconflant : Or, 


ſiſtance, you will let me know more of your Affairs. 
Mirabel is a Gentleman, and as far as my Honour 
and Intereſt can reach, you may command me to the 
furtherance of your Happineſs; In the mean time, 
Siſter, I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of 
another humble Servant; a Fellow that 1 took up at 
Lyons, who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever fince. 

Ori. Then why will you part with him ? | 
Dug. He has gain'd ſo inſufferably on my good 
Humour, that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fel- 
low's cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your 

Affair with Mirabel. Here he comes. 
Enter Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rowſſeas's ? 

Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould | find there, but Mr, 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over 43 
Tub of Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood. — 
They would let me ſpeak nothing, for they had 
din'd before I came. 

Dug. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Siſter, I ſhall 
ſtill continue kind to you, and if your Lady recom- 
mends your Diligence upon Tryal, 111 uſe my Inte- 
reſt to advance you; you have Senſe enough to ex- 
pect Preferment. —- Here, Sirrah, here's ten Gui- 
nea's for thee, get thy Telf a Drugget Suit and a Puff- 
Wig, and ſo— l dub thee Gentleman Uſher.——— 
Siſter, I muſt put my ſelf in Repair, you may expect 
me in the Evening. — - Wait on your Lady home, 
Petit. [Exit Dug, 

Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair. 

Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, tis but next Door. 

[ Exennt, 


SCENE @ Tavern, diſcovering” young Mirabel and 
Duretete ring from Table, 

Mir. Welcome to Paris.once more, my dear Cap- 
tain, we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plen- 
tifully, and let it go for once. I lik'd-every thing 
but our Women, they look'd ſo lean and tawdry, 


poor 
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poor Creatures! Tis a ſure fign the Army is not paid. 
—Þ» Give me the plump Venetian, briſk and ſanguine, 
that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and meets 
my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as 
the Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy | grant you; but for our 
Women here in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn- 
fall'n Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed-felow 
of a Cane-Chair. | 

Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Countrey, nothing 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions; we're fine in- 
deed, ſo are our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Cour- 
tiers, Men abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politick, 
non credo Seigneur: That our Women have Wit; Par- 
rots, mere Parrots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, 
ſets them up; There's nothing on this ſide the 
Alps worth my humble Service t'ye——Ha Roma Ia 
Santa, Italy for my Money; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, 
Buildings, Paintings, Muſick, Policies, Wine and Wo- 
men! the Paradiſe of the World; —— not peſter'd 
with a parcel of preciſe old gouty Fellows, that would 
debar their Children every Pleaſure that they them- 
felves are paſt the ſenſe of : commend me to the 
Italian Familiarity ; Here, Son, there's Fifty Crowns, 
go pay your Whore her Week's allowance.. 

Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that un- 
derſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our 
muſty Dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh them- 


ſelves, would muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport 


of them that can, But now you talk of the Plump, 


what d'ye think of a Dutch Woman? 


Air A Dutch Woman, too compact, nay, every 


thing among em is ſo; a Dutch Man 1s thick, a Dutch 


Woman ts ſquab, a Datch Horſe is round, a Dutch 
Dog is ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad-botrom'd ; and, 


in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole Products of the 


Countrey were caft in the ſame Mold with their 
Cheeſes. 
Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh. 
Ladies. 
Mir 
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Mir. The Women of England were excellent, did 
they not take ſuch unſufferable pains to ruine what 
Nature has made ſo 22 well; they wou d 
be delicate Creatures indeed, cou d they but through- 
ly arrive at the French Mien, or entirely let it a- 
lone; for they only ſpoil a very good Air of their 
own, by an aukward Imitation of ours; their Parlia- 
ments and our Taylors give Laws to their three King- 
doms. But come, Duretete, let us mind the bufineſs 
in hand; Miſtrefſes, we muſt have, and muſt take up 
with the manufacture of the Place, and upon a com- 
petent diligence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match 
the 1talians from top to toe. 

Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, but 
what will become of your Friend; you know I am 
ſo plaguy baſhful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe oc- 

Mir. Plhaw, you muſt be bolder Man: Travel 
three Years, and bring home ſuch a Baby as Baſhful- 

neſs! A great luſty Fellow ! and a Soldier! fye upon 


Dur. Look'e, Sir, I can vifit, and I can ogle a lit- 
tle,——2s thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs a- 
bundantly, and make a ſhift to——but if they chance 
to give me a furbidding Look, as fome Women, you 
know have a deviliſh Caſt with their Eyes, —or if 
they cry,——what d'ye mean; what d'ye take me for: 


Fye, Sir, remember who 1 am, Sir——A Perſon of 


Quality to be us'd at this rate! I gad I'm ſtruck as 
flat as a Frying-pan. 


Mir. Words o courſe! never mind'em: Turn you 


about upon your heel with a jante Air; hum out the 


end of an old Song; cut a croſs caper, and at her a- 


gain. 

Dur. | Imitates him.] No hang it, 'twill never do. 
———{) ons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me 
up in an Univerſity, or to think that | ſhou'd gain any 
thing by my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all 
in their Heels. Well, if ever 1 come to have 


Children of my own, they ſhall have the Education 
of 
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of the Countrey, they ſhall learn to dance before they 
can walk, and be taught to ſing before they ſpeak. 
Mir, Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all 
Hazards, thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good 
Eſtate, look Bluff, hector, you have 2 good Side- 
box Face, a pretty impudent Face; fo, that's pretty 
well. —— This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and 
is return'd like an Aſs. [ Aſfode. 
Dur. Let me ſee now, how [| look. [ Pulls out a 
Pocket Glaſs and looks on't.] A Side-box Face, ſay 
you !——"Egad I don't like it, Mirabel.—-Fye, Sir, 
don't abuſe your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a 
Face for the beſt Counteſs in Chriſtendom. 
Mir, Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as I? 
Dur. Why, thou haft impudence to ſet a good 
Face upon any thing; I wou'd change half my Gold 
for half thy Braſs, with all my Heart. Who comes 
here? Odſo, Mirabel, your Father! 


Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old. Mir. Where's Bob? dear Bob 7 

Mir. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Old Mir. My Bleſling ! Dam ye, you young Rogue; 
why did not you come to ſee your Father firſt, Sir- 
rah? My dear Boy, I am heartily glad to fee thee, 
my dear Child, faith——Captain Daretete, by the 
Blood of the Mirabels, I'm yours: Well, my Lads, 
ye look bravely faith. — Be, haſt got any Money 
left? 

Mir. Not a Farthing, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why, then | won't gi' thee a Souſe. 

Mir. Sir, I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtols. 

Old. Mir. Why, then here's ten more; | love to be 
Charitable to thoſe that don't want it Well, and 


bow d'yc like Italy, my Boys? 


Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir; Rome, Na- 
ples, Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others—all fine. 
Old. Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! And they ſay, that Chi- 


arti is very fine too. 
Dur, 
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Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcur 
vy Air, the moſt unwholſome to a French Conſtitu- 
tion in the World. | 

Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ;- theſe raſcally Gazerreer: 
have mifinform'd you. 

Old M. Miſinform'd me! Oons, Sir,, were not we 
beaten there? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten ! 

Old M. Why, how was it, pray, ſweet Sir, © 

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 

Dar. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. | 

Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. = 
Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I; Sir, for he wa 
a Looker on. 

Od M. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards: 
here are no Germans to over hear you; why don't 
ye tell me how it was? 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we march'd i" 
up a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſs'd Fellows 
in the Univerſe; our Commanders at the Head of 
us, all Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a 
Ball. — -I don't believe there was a Man of em but 
cou'd dance a Charmer, Morbleu. 

Old M. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, Faith! 

Mir. We caper'd up to therr very Trenches, and 
there ſaw peeping.over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive 
colour'd, Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

Dur. [gad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of em, 
while I have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us 
with their Cannon; but for the reſt, we found em . 
ſuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we 
grew tir'd of their Company, and ſo we een danc'd 
back again. 

Old M. And did ye all come back? 

a 8 No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay'd be- 
ind. ä 

Old M., Why, Boo, why? 

Mir. Plhaw —— becauſe they con'd not come that 
Night ;-——out come, Sir, we were talking of * 
thing 
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zing elſe; pray how does your lovely Charge, the 


ir Oriana ? 

old Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better 
ngaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 
ou.  ->And what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, 
f I had a Vena for thee too? Come, Bob, your A- 
artment is ready, and pray let your Friend be my 
ueſt too, you ſhall command the Houſe between 
e, and [I'll be as merry as the beſt of you. 

Mir. Bravely ſaid, Father. 

et Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 

And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs ; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
ind make em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 

The Stock on which I grew, does ſtil] diſpenſe 

ts Genial Sap into the blooming Branch; 

The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown 
nd therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


arch'd 

—_ The End of the firſt ACT. 
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* SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houfe. 

ne us Oriana and Biſarre. ; 
d 'em 


%. A ND you love this young Rake, d'ye? 

Ori. Yes. 

Biſ. In ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 

Ori. I can't help it. 

Diſ. What's the matter wi'ye? 

Ori. Plhaw ! 

Bi/. Um !-— before that any young, lying, ſwear- 

8, flattering, rakehelly Fellow, ſhou d * 
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Tricks with me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the ſtump 
with Lime and Chalk. ——O, the Devil take all 
your Caſſandra's and Cleopatra's for me,——Prither 
mind your Airs, Modes and Faſhions; your Stays, 
Gowns, and Furbelows. Hark'e, my Dear, have 
you got home your Furbelow'd Smocks yet ? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know, I can 
be as mad as you, when this Mirabel is out of my 
Head. | 

Biſ. Pſhaw! would he were out, or in, or ſome 
way to make you eaſie.— I warrant now, you'll 
pay the Fool when he comes, and fay you love him; 
eh! 

Ori. Moſt certainly; — I can't diſſemble, Biſarre := 
beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Biſ. Contracted ! alack a-day, poor thing. What, 
you have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Broad. piect 
between you! Heark'e, Child, han't you broke ſome- 
thing elſe between ye? 

Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. | 

B/. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilſt I kept 
that in my Power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fel- 
low in France. Well, 1 muſt confeſs, 1 do love 1 
little Coquetting with all my heart ! my Bulinefs (hou'd 
be to break Gold with my Lover one hour, and crack 
my Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me one Day 
with a Prayer book in my Hand, and with a Play- 
book another. He ſhou'd have my Conſent to buy 
the Welding Ring, and the next moment wou'd 
I laugh in his Face. 

Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon 
my Heart, than ihere is upon my Conſcience, I wou'd 
ſeon throw the Contract out o Duors ; but the m1l- 
chief on't is, I am fo tond of being ty'd that 1 m 
forc'd to be juſt, and the iftreng:'ti of my Paſſion keeps 
down the Inclination of my dc. But here's the od 
Gentleman, 

Old. Mir. Where's my Wenches? where's my two 
litle Guis? Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, 
* failuy 
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faith, they're a coming, the Travellers are a coming. 
Well! which of you two will be my Daughter-in- 
Law now? Biſarre, Biſarre, what ſay you, Mad: cap? 
Mirabel is a pure wild Fellow. 

Biſ. I like him the worſe. 

Old. Mir. You lye, Honey, you like him the bet- 
ter, indeed you do: What ſay you, my t'other lit- 
tle Filbert? he! 

Ori. I ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for him- 
ſelf, Sir. 

1 Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and fo he 


Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 

Bob. Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of the Girls, 
Sirrah, 

Mir. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. 

Biſ. [ Aſide.) He'll find that one may ſerve his 
turn 


Gld. Mir. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye ban- 
ter me ?— Come, Sir, take your Choice. — Dure- 
tete, you ſhall have your Choice too; but Robin (hall 
chuſe firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his 
Father's Dwelling a Bawdy-bouſc—let me ſee. 

Old Mir. Well! which d'ye like ? 

Mir. Both. 

Old Mir. But which will you marry ? 

Mir. Neither. 

Old Mir. Neither !-—-Don't make me angry now, 
Bob; pray don't make me angry.—-Look'e, Sirrah, 
if I don't dar ce at your Wedding to morrow, I ſhall 
be very glad to cry at your Grave, 

Mer. That's a Bull, Father. | 
Old. Mir. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir, 
did I make thee a Man, that thou ſhuuldſt make me 

a Beaſt? 
. Mir, Your Pardon, Sir, I only meant your Expreſ- 

on. 7 
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Old M. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners to 
your Father before Strangers: I won't be angry this 
time. But oons, if ever you do't again, you Raſ- 
cal, remember what I ſay. [Exit 

Mir. Plhaw, what does the old Fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girls ? 
Come, Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot 

Mir. No, nos Madam, I ha'n't forgot, I have 
brought you a thouſand little Italian Curiofities ; II 
aſſure you, Madam, ag far jo a hundred Piſtoles wou d 
reach, I ha'n't forgofthÞleaſt Circumſtance. - 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 

Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam from Rome. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before 
my departure; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like 
it; was it not, Madam ? : 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. [ Ext. 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with 
her Contract Wou'd I might difpatch t'other. 

Dur. Mirabel,———that Lady there, obſerve her, 
ſhe's wondrous pretty faith, and ſeems to have but 
few Words; I like her mainly; ſpeak to her, Man, 
prithee ſpeak to her. | 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declare. 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare no- 
thing What the Devil do you mean, Man? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as 
an Angel. 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I ſay no 
ſuch thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall 
drop down with ſhame. 

Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your La- 
dyſhipzmay like him as well as he does you, I think 
it proper to leave you together. 

| Going, Duretete holds him. 

Dar. Hold, hold, —-why Mirabel, Friend, ſure 
you won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee ſpeak to her for your ſelf, as it were. Lord, 
Lord, that a French man fhould want Impudence? 

. Mir. 


ners to 
zry this 
ou Raſ- 
[ Exit. 
ean by 
Girls ? 


f — 

I have 
ies; Ill 
s wor d 


*- 


6. I do 
before 
ling like 


[ Exit. 
me with 
ICT. 
rye her, 
ave but 
r., Man, 


utiful as 


ſay no 
, I (hall 


our La- 
I think 


ds him. 
id, ſure 
le. Pri- 
Lord, 
ence? 
Mir 


The Way to win him. 15 


Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam. — She's 
deaf, Captain. f 

Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 
ſome Extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which 
moves us with a Curioſity to enquire the Subject of 
your Ladyſhip's Confemplation. Not a Word! 

Dwr. | hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if ſhe 
be, ſhe's mine this moment.—— Mirabel, d'ye think 
a Woman's Silence can he-natural ? 

Biſ. But the Forms — — introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimp Enumeration, are dubi- 
table, and proceed only upon admittance 

Mir. Hoyty toyty !* what a plague have we here? 
Plato in Petticoat! 

Dur, Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 
own Mother- Tongue. 

Biſ. Tis expos'd to invalidity from a contradictory 
inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and 
is infinite in its Termination, 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. 

Dur. Axioms! Axioms! Self-evident Principles. 

Biſ. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is pre- 
occupate. O Gentiemen, I hope you'll pardon 
my Cogitation; I was involv'd in a profound Point 
of Philoſophy ; but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe 
being ſatisfy'd that the Subject is not agreeable to 
your Sparks, that profeſs the Vanity of the Times. 

" Exit, 

Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do „ 
Duretete? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Aufterity ? 

Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: my own Ta- 
lent to a T. I'll match her in Dialect, faith, I was 
ſeven Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with 
Barbara, Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton, Did 
you ever know, Man, that 'twas Metaphy ficks made 
me an Aſs? It was, faith. Had ſhe talk d word of 
Singing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the hke, I had 
founder'd at the firſt Step; but as the is — Mirabel, 
wiſh me Joy, 

N 


Mir, 
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Mir. Vou don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely refolv'd, Captain, now for thy Cre 
dit, warm me this frozen Snow-ball, 'twill be a Con- 
queſt above the Alps. . 4 

Dur. But will you promiſe to be always near me? 

Mir. Upon all Occafions, never fear. 

Dar. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two Mo- 
ments make an Induction,. from my Love to her 
Hand, from her Hand ans, her Mouth, from her 
Mouth to her Heart, any 0 conclude in her Bed, 
Categorematice. 5 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is en- 
ter'd. But here comes -ofle to ſpoil my Sport; 


now ſhall I be teiz'd to death with this old faſhion' d' 


Contract. I ſhau'd love her too, if I might do it 
my own way, but ſhe'll do nathing without Wit- 
neſles forſooth: I wonder Women can be ſo immo- 


deft. 
Enter Oriana 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mir. 'Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm natu- 
rally ſway'd by Inclination. +- 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir. 

Air. All I remember of that Contract is, that it 
was made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough 
in Conſcience to forget the reſt on't, 5 

Ori. Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recollect the paſling of 
it, for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force 

of the Obligation. 

Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon 
the Will are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a 
Slave to my Paſſion when I paſs'd the Inſtrument, 
but the Recovery of my Freedom makes the Con- 
tract void. | 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which 
was your own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to 
your own Defires has not the Virtue of a forcible 


* Conſtraint: And you will find, Sir, that to plead 
| your 
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your Paſſion for the killing of a Man will hardly ex- 
empt you' from the Juſtice of the Puniſhment, 
Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make the Sin of Mur- 
ther and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, be- 
cauſe that Hanging and Matrimony are fo much a- 
like. | 
is. Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions I ex- 
pected from the. Raillery of your Humour, but | 
hope for very different nQuments from your Ho- 
Bed nour and Generoſity. 
, Air. Look'e, Madam, A for my Generofity, tis 
at your Service, with all my Heart: Lil keep you 
. a 2 and fix Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permir 
bort . me to eep my Honour to my ſelf; for I can affure 
you, Madam, that the thing call'd Honour 1s a Cir- 
Wit. | cumſtance abſolutely unneceſſary in a natural Cotreſ- 
pondence between Male and Female, and he's a 


umo- | Mad-man that lays it out, conſidering its Scarcity, 
upon any ſuch trivial Occaſions. There's Honour 
requir'd of us by our Friends, and Honour due to 
our Enemies, and they return it to us again ; but I 
natu- never heard of a Man that left but an Inch of his 
Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd ever get 
the leaſt account ont. Conſider, Madam, you 
nat it have no ſuch thing among ye, and tis a main Point 
e Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates thou 
8 art a pretty little Reprobate, and fo get thee about 
ng of thy Buſineſs. _ | 
Sore Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the 
gayety of your Temper; your Travels have im- 
upon prov'd your Talent of Talking, but they are not of 
a Force, I hope, to impair your Morals. 
3 Mir. Morals! Why there tis again noõ WI tell 
C ok thee, Child, there is not the leaſt occafion for Mo- 


rals in any Buſineſs between you and Don't you 
which know that of all Commerce in the World there is no 
ſuch Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 


1 Man and Woman; we ſtudy all our Lives long how 
plead to put Tricks upon one another — What is your Bu- 


ſineſs now, from the time you throw away your Ar- 
* f N 2 tificial 
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tificial Babies, but how to get Natural Ones with the 
moſt Advantage No Fowler lays abroad more 
Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
you do to catch poor innocent Men Why do 

ou fit three or four Hours at your Toylet in a 

orning? only with a villanons Deſign to make 
ſome poor Fellow a Fool before Night. What are 
your Languifhing Looks, you ſtudy d Airs and Af- 
fectations, but ſo many Baits and Devices to delude 
Men out of their dear Liberty and Freedom ? 
What d'ye figh for? What d'ye weep for? What 
d'ye pray for? Why for a Huſband: That is, you 
implore Providence to aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious 
Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his Creatures à Fool, 
and the Head of the Creation a Slave. * | 

Ori. Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am re- 
ſolv'd to uſe it. 

Mir. Hold, hold, Madam, not ſo faſt—— As you 
have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs, of us ; 
ſo we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations, of all 
forts and fizes to make Fools of you. As you are 
very ſtrange and whimfical Creatures, ſo we are al- 
low'd as unaccountable ways of managing you, And 
this, in ſhort, my dear Creature, is our preſent Con- 
dition. I have ſworn and ly'd briſkly to gain my 
Ends of you; your Ladyſhip has patch'd and paint- 
ed violently, to gain your Ends of me——But, fince 
we are both diſappointed, let us make a drawn Bat- 
tel, and part clear on both ſides. 

Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my 
Contract, and I'll never fee your Face again. 

Mir. Indeed I won't, Child. 

Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor t'other? 

Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe 
to be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 

Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir? | 

Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance; look'e, 

ou ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as 
good let me do you a Kindneſs as a Stranger, 

Ori. Sir, youre — 


Mir. 
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Mir. What am I, Miftreſs ? 

Ori. A villain, Sir. 

Mir. I'm glad on't, I never knew an honeſt 
Fellow in my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Oc- 
caſions. Ha'n't you drawn your ſelf now into a 
very pretty Dilemma ? Ha, ha, ha; the poor Lady 
has made a Vow of Virginity, when ſhe thought of 
making a Vow for the contrary, Was ever poor 
Woman ſo cheated into Chaſtity ? 

Ori. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 
as powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teſt, to 
do me Juſtice. 0 | 

Mir.. What! you'll force me to marry you, will ye? 

Ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. 

Mir. But tfe Law ſhan't force me to do any thing 
elſe, can it? 

Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee, —— Monſter. 

Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then—Don't cry, Child, 
and you ſhall have your Sugar-plumb Come, 
Madam, d'ye think I could be ſo unreaſonable as to 
make you faſt all your Life long? No, I did but jeſt, 
you ſhall have your Liberty; here, take your Con- 
tract, and give me mine. 

Ori. No, I won't. 

Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough 
to do my ſelf Juſtice; and fince I muſt not depend 
upon your Love, I'!] be reveng'd, and force you to 
marry me out of ſpight. 

Mir. Then Lil beat thee out of ſpight; and make 
a moſt confounded Huſband. 

Ori. O Sir, | ſhall match ye: A good Huſband 
makes a good Wife at any time. 

Mir. 1'l] rattle down your China about your Ears.“ 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you in 
Debt for more. 

Mir, Your Face-mending Toylet ſhall fly out of 
the Window. 

Ori. And your Face-mending Perriwig ſhall fly at- 
ter it. 
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Mir. I'll tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 
when you ſwoon for Vexation, you ſha'n't have a 
Penny to buy a Bottle of Harts-horn. 

Ori. And you, Sir, ſhall have Hart's-horn in Abun- 
dance, | 

Air. I'll keep as many Miſtreſſes as I have Coach- 
Horſes. 

Ori. And [I'll keep as many Gallants as you have 
Grooms, 

Mir. Tl lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 

Mir. But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing as 
2 Divorce. 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Ali- 
mony, ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit, 

Mir. Ay, that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devi 
there's their Refuge o' my Conſcience, one 
wou'd take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, 
becauſe the Women are ſo handſomly aan. for't, 

Exit, 


SCENE changes #0 a large Parlour in the ſame 
| Houſe. 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 

Dur. And ſhe's mighty pee viſh, you ſay ? 

Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long as my Leg, 
and talks ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always 
ſpoke Welſh. 

Dur. That's an odd Language, methinks for her 
Philoſophy. 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day 
without ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles all the 
while by the Wrinkles of her Forehead, and the Mo- 
tions of her Eye-brows, | 

Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in Philoſophical Ogles, 
faith; that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt 
know, when | fay nothing. 

Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir? 

Dur. Laugh! Won't ſhe endure laughing? 

Pet, 


es, and 
have a 


| Abun- 
Coach- 
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Face. 
back. 
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as Ali- 
[ Exit, 
evil 
„ one 
ction, 
| for't. 
[ Exit, 


ſame 


Pet. 


Pet. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, for 
fear it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in 


Humour but what gives her the Spleen. And then 


for Logick, and all that, you know 


Dur. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, [I have been practifing 


hard Words, and no Senſe, this Hour to entertain 
her. 

Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that 
you may have a view of her Behaviour before you 
begin. 

Dur. I long to engage her, leſt I ſhou'd forget my 
Leſſon. | | 

pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 

[Exis Pet. and Dur. fands peeping behind the Curtain. 


Enter Biſarre and Maid. 

Biſ. [With 4 Book.] Pſhaw, hang Books, they ſour 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexi- 
ons. [ Throws away the Book. 

Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 
Ariftotle. 

Biſ. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fid- 
dle, there's no body near us. 


Enter Fiddler. 
Dur, Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 
Biſ. Here, Friend, a Minuet ! — quicker time; ha 
—Wwou'd we had a Man or two. 
Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Devil 
ſooner, my dear dancing Philoſopher. | 
Bi/. Uds my Life !--Here's one. 
[Runs to Dur. and Hales him back, 
Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this ? 
Biſ. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy—-you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one 
—— Come, ftrike ur—-1 know you dance well, Sir, 
you're finely ſhap'd for t=Come, come, Sir; quick, 
quick, you miſs the time elſe. 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 
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Biſ. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
come. | 

Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 

Biſ. Hang Dialecticks Mind the time———quick- 
er, Sirrah, | To the Fidler] Come, ——and how d'ye 
find your ſelf now, Sir? | 

Dur. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. 

Biſ. All the better, Patient, all the betterqyq² y 
Come, Sir, ſing now, fing, I know you fing well; 
1 ſee you have a ſinging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 
Face. 

Dur. Who, I fing? 

Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir——but come, fit down, 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine——Come, 
Sir, fa, la, la; ſing, Sir. 

Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Bi,. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt, Come, fill me 
a Bumper——here, Sir, bleſs the King. 

Dur. Wou'd | were out of his Dominions.o— 
By this Light, ſbe'll make me drunk too. 

Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill 
it higher. — Now, Sir, can you dirmk a Health un- 
der your Leg? 

Dur. Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi. Come, off with it, to the Bottom. Now 
now d'ye like me, Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſome- 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. 
— And how d'ye like the Humour ? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer 
you, for [| am heartily tir'd. 
Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up for 
ſhame, and walk about, Action becomes us —a lit- 
tle faſter, Sir. What a'ye think now of my Lady 
La Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Duke's fair Daughter? 
Ha! Are they not britk Laſſes? Then there is black 
Mrs. Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bell ace. | 
Dur. They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 
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Bij. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways deſpicable ——2[ 0 Laird, Sir, if young Mrs. 
Bagatell had kept her ſelf ſingle till this time o Day, 
what a Beauty there had been} And then, you know, 
the charming Mrs. Monkeylove, the fair Gem of St. 
Germains. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 

Biſ. And then you muſt have heard of the Engliſh 
Beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman—— | 

Dur. Hey not a Syllable on't, as I hope to 
be ſav'd, Madam. 

Biſ. No! Why then play me a Jig; come, Sir. 

Dur. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. 

Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand 2 Quick, 
quick, diſpatch Odſo, may be you are 
iome Gentleman's Servant, that have brought me a 
Letter, or a Haunch of Veniſon. 

Dur. 'Sdeath, Madam, dol look like a Carrier? 

Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I faw you juſt now, I 
miſtook you, upon my Word; you are one of the 
travelling Gentlemen —— and pray, Sir, how do all 
our impudent Friends in 1:aly ? | 

Dur. Madam, I came to. wait on you with a more 
fertous Intention than your Entertainment has anf- 
wet d. r; | 

Biſ. Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 

reateſt Aﬀront imaginable} howe'er your Expreſſi- 
ons may turn it to a Complement: Your Viſit, Sir, 
was intended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of 
which Mr. Mirabel and you ſo handſomly laid the 
Plot Marry ! No, no, I'm a Man of more Honcur. 
Where's your Honour? Where's your Courage now? 
Ads my Life, Sir, I have a great mind to kick you 
——Go, go to your Fellow-Rake now, rail at my 
Sex, and get drunk for Vexation and write a Lam- 
POON But | muſt have you to know, Sir that my 
Reputation is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 


tue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe whoſe Opinion is 


N 5 my 


24 The Iuconſtant Or, 


my alntereſt: And for the reſt let them talk what they 
will; for when I pleafe I'll be = | pleaſe, in ſpight 
of you and all Mankind; and fo, my dear Man e 
Honour, if you be tir'd con over this Leſſon, and fit 
there till [ come to you. [ Runs off. 

Dur. Tum ti dum. [Sings.] Ha, ha, ha, Adi my 
Life: I have a great mind to kick you !/=—— Qons and 
Confuſion ! [Srarts wp] Was ever Man ſo abus d 
Ay, Mirabel ſet me on. 


Enter Petit. 
Pet, Well, Sir, how d'ye find your elf ? 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come 
to abuſe me? Ill kick you with a Vengence, you 
Dog. [ Petit runs off, and Dur, after him, 


ACT HL 
SCENE continues. 


old Mirabel and the Young. 


Old M. B33, come hither. Bob. | 
Mir. Your Fleaſure, Sir? 
Old M. Are not you a great Rogue, Sirrah ? 

Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion; 
Sir, for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 

Old M. Your Father is your very humble Slave 
[ tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fel- 
low, and I love thee heartily; and a very great Vil- 
lain, and I hate thee mortally, 

Air. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be a very impu- 
dent one, for I can't recollec any Paſſage of my Life 
that I'm aſham'd of, 

Old M. Come hither, my dear Friend; doft ſee 
this Picture ? [Shews him a little Picture. 
Mir, 
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Mirg Orianas? Plhaw! x 

Old M. What, Sir, won't you look upon't 
Bob, dear Bob, prithee come hither now ——— Doſt 
want any Money, Child? 

Mir. No, Sir. 

Old M. Why then here's ſome for thee; come 
here now How canſt thou be ſo hard-hearted, 
an unnatural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, 
Child, 1 a'n't angry) as to abuſe this render, lovely, 
good-natur'd dear Rogue ? Why, ſhe ſighs for 
thee, and cries or thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs 
for thee, the r little Heart of it is like to burſt 
——Comg, my dear Boy, be gaod-natur'd like your 
nown Father, be now ind then ſee here, read 
this the Effigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten 
thouſand Pound to her Portion—=ten thouſand Pound 
you Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue how 
dare you refuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, 
ou impudent Raſcal ? 

W4ir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir, 

Old M. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten thou- 
ſand Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound Sir. 

Mir. Yay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, 


Sir! Til fake Poſt for 1aly this Moment. 


Old M. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have; you to ſay ? 

Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage 
has had in the World, is enough to fix it for a pub- 
lick Good, and to draw every body into the Com- 
mon Cauſe; but there are ſome Conſtitutions, like 
ſome Inſtruments, ſo peculiarly ſingular, that they 
make tolerable Muſick by themſelves, but never do 
well in a Conſort. 

Old M. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but 
yet 'tis Nonſenſe too; for tho' you ſhou'd reaſon 
like an Angel, if you argue your ſelt out of a good 
Eſtate you talk like a Fool. 
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Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Cræſus, you leave me but aBeggar for 
want of my Liberty. 

Old M. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard? 
Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education? was it 
to diſpute me out of my Senſes? Of what Colour 
now is the Head of this Cane? You'll fay tis white, 
and, ten to one, make me believe it tool thought 
that young Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to, deſpiſe it; my 
Reading was not to make me rich happy, Sir. 

Old M. There he has me agen But, Sir, 
did not I marry to pblige ou? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 

Old M. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir ; 
wa'n't that an Obligation ? 

Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it fill an Obliga- 
tion, F avoid Marriage. 

Old M. How is that, Sir? by 
3 Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the hour 1 wi 
rn. 

Old M. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours; 
and tho" you may convince my Reaſon that you are 
in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty 
three, call'd Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Italy, ſhall ever be able to ſhake; ſo, Sir, you're 
a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but Ill be 
obey'd. \ ay 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father ; they firſt give us breeding that they 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors cauſe 
we are wiſer than themſelves. But I'm alittle afore- 
hand with the old Gentleman. [Aſide,] Sir, you have 
been pleas'd to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 
upon me; in return of which, I have a very great 
Honour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care 
that your only and beloved Son ſhall do nothing to 
make him hate his Father, ar to hang himſelf. So, 


dear Sir, I'm your very humble Servant. | Runs of 
Old, 
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Old, c. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain. 


Enter Dugard. 
Dug.. Ah, Sir, 'tis but what he deſerves. 
old Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerye it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? 
Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 
Old. Mir. What have you to do with my Words? 
] have ſwallow'd my Words already, I have eaten 
them up, and how can you come at em, Sir? 

Dug. Ver ily, Sir: Tis but mentioning your 
injur'd d you will throw them up again im- 
mediate 

Old. Mir. Sir, Four Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt 
to truſt any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, 
like him. | 

Dug. Cryou mercy, old Gentleman, I thought 
we ſhou'd have the Words again. 

Old. Mir. And what then? Tis the way with young 
Vellows to ſlight old Gentlemen's Words, you never 
mind 'em when you ought. | ſay, that Bob's an 
honeſt Fellow, and who dares deny it? 


» Enter Biſarre. 

Biſ. That dare I, Sir: fay, that your Son 
is a wild, foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb; 
and were 1 abus'd as this Gentleman's Siſter, | wou'd 
make it an 1:alian Quarrel, and poyſon the whole 
Family. 

Dug. Come, Sir, tis no time for trifling, my Si- 
ſter is abus'd; you are made ſenſible of the Affront, 
and your Honour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. 

Old. Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 
theſt. I will do your Sifter Juſtice, but it muſt be af- 
ter my own rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but 
my ſelf, For altho' Robin be a fad Dog, yet he's na 
body's Puppy but my own. 

Biſ. Ay, that's my fweet-natur'd, kind old Gentle- 
Man——[Wheedling him.] We will be good then, if 
you'll join with us in the Plot. Fr 
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old M. Ah, you coaxing young Baggage, what 
Plot can you Mave to wheedle a Fellow of ſixty three? 

Biſ. A Plet that Sixty three is only good for, to 
bring other People together, Sir, and you muſt act 
the Spaniard, cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; 
and if he ſhou'd, your Authority protects you from 
a Quarrel, to which Organa is unwilling to expoſe her 
Brother. 

Old M. And what part will you act in the Buſineſs, 
Madam? 

B. My ſelf, Sir; my Friend is 
Changling : theſe foolith Hearts o ſpo our 
Heads preſently ; the Fellows no ſoo Kkpaves, 
but we turn Fools: But I am till myſelf, and hemay 
expect the moſt ſevere Uſage trom me, cauſe I nei- 
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n a perfect 


ther love him, nor hate him. [ Exit, 
Old M. Well ſaid Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the matter to him? , 


Dug. Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And 
here he comes. a 


Enter Petit. 

Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveties; are all Friends a- 
bout us? 3 | 

Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. ; 

Pet. You mult know, Sir =———od's my Life, 
I'm out of Breath; you muſt know, Sir — you muſt 
know - 5 

Old M. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? 

Pet. That I have [Pants and blows.) brib'd, Sir, 
brib'd your Son's Secretary of State. 

Old M. Secretary of State ! who's that, for 
Heav'n's ſake ? 

Pet. His Valet-de- Chambre, Sir; You muſt know, 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's 
Cloaths, and when he went to duſt the Embroider'd 
Suit, the Secret flew out of the right Pocket of his . 
Coat, in a whole ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, 
ſhort footed Odes, and long legg'd Pindaricks. 

Old M. Impoſlible! e 


Pet, 
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Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 

Oriana in every Line, but he hates Mar@ge : Now, 
Sir, this Plot will ſtir up his Jealoufie, and we ſhall 
know bY the ſtrength of that how to proceed farther, 
Come, Sir, lets about it with ſpeed. 
'Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway; 
For Expedition too the French give w; 
Swift to attack, or ſwift to run Way. [Exeunt. 
Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing careleſly by one 


another. 

Biſ. | Aſide.) wonder what ſhe can ſee in this 
Fello li ? 

Mir He I wonder what my Friend can ſee 
in this Girl to adrifire her? 

Biſ. {| Aſide.) A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake- 
hell. | 

Mir. [ Aſide.] A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad 
Cap. 

Biſ. Whom do you mean, Sir? 

Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam? 

Biſ. A Fellow that has naghing left to re-eſtabliſh 
him for a humane Creature, but a prudent Reſolu— 
tion to hang himſelf. | 

Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that 
Reſolution. 

Bi. I'll dot with V1 my Heart. 

Mir. Then you muſt marry me. . 

Biſ. Look'e, Sir, don't think your ill Manners to 
me {hall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by 
fixing a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the ab- 
ſent; for I'm reſolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make 
you a Panegyrick, that ſhall mortifte your Pride like 
any modern Dedication. | 

Mir. And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, 
ſhall hardly give you thanks for your trouble. 

Biſ. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Founda- . 
tion you have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll take you 
to pieces. 


8 = Mir: 
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Mir. Anggwhat piece will you chaſe ? | 

Biſ. Your” Heart, to be ſure; 'cauſe I ſhou'd get 
preſently rid 'on't; your Courage I wou'd give to a 
Hector, your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Ho- 
nour to an Attorney, your Body to the Phyſicians, 
and your Soul to it? Maſter. . 

Mir. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of the 
Ducheſs of Burgundy, methought the Furbelows of 
her Gown were pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou d 
not ſee her Head for her Tail. 

Biſ. The Creature don't mind me! do you think, 
Sir, that your humorous Impertinence can dive me? 
No, Sir, I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, 
but that of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark me, 
Sir, my Friend, my injur'd Friend ſhail yet be dou- 
bly happy, and you ſhall be a Huſband as much as 
the Rites of Marriage, and the Breach of 'em can 
make you. [Here Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and reads 

to himſelf while ſhe ſpeaks, 


Mir. [Reading.] Az Regina dolos, (quis fallere poſſit 
amaniem ?) Ba p 

Diſſimulare etiam [teraſti, perfide, tantum {Very true. 

Poſſe neſas. _ 
By your Favour, Friend Virgil, ®twas but a raſcal- 
ly trick of your Hero to forſake poor Pug ſo inhu- 
manly. - 

Bf. I don't know what to ſay to him. The De- 
Vil———what's Virgil to us, Sir? 

Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropo in the 
World — for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the ve- 
ry Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and 
the forſaken Lady are battelling it tooth and nail. 
Come, Madam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll 
take an eaſter method: I'll be Zneas now, and you 
ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by Book. Now for you 
Madam Dido. 
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e * 
Nec te nofter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
Ah poor Dido“ [ Looking at her. 


* 
Biſ. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience! I cou'd al- 

moſt ſtart out even to Manhood, and want but a Wea- 

pon as long as his to fight him upon the ſpot. What 

(hall 1 ſay ? 

Mir. Now fhe rants. 


QuAhuibus anteferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Juno, 


Biſ, A Man ! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited 
away. 

Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 

Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle 
with humane Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. 

[Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by degrees, 


Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genzuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanaqus admorunt Ubera Tigres. 


Bi. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels. =—=— 


Mir. [Excellent.] I ſequere Italiam ventis, pete reg- 
na per undas, 
Spero equidem mediis, ſi quid pia Numina poſſunt. 
[ Together again. 


Biſ. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch 
of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
vexes me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh 
at him. 

Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; I'll write 
the Tragedy of Dido, and you (hall act the Part: But 
you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret your ſelf 
into a Fit ; for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Va- 
pours, drops into the Arms of her Maids ; and — 

crue 
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cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the very 
next Line call'd Pious Enes. There's Authority 
for ye. | | 


Sorry indeed Zneas ſtood 
To ſee her in a Pout; s 
But Jove himſelf, who nc'er thought good 
To ſtay a ſecond Bout, 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Runs off. 


Biſ. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, a- 
greeable Fellow. O' my Conſcience 1 muſt excuſe 
Oriana. f 

That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarms, 

Whoſe lighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are 

Charms. 


Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks. 

Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no where 
to be found? - 
Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. What's the matter, Petit? 

Per. Moſt critically met. —— Ah, Sir, that one 
who has follow'd the Game ſo long, and brought the 
poor Hare juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel 
Cur chop in, and run away with the Puſs. 

Mir. If your Worſhip can get out of your Alle- 
gories, be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you 
mean. 

Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is 
going to be marry'd. 

Mir, | believe you lye, Sir. 

Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. Going. 

Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd, ſay you? 

Pet. No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to do 
you a Service, but I ſhall rake care how I confer my 
Favours for the future. 

Mir, Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons. 

| [ Bowing low. 
Pet. 
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Pet. 'Tis enough, Sir. —1l gome to tell you, Sir, 
that Oriana is this Moment to be ſacrificd; marry'd 
paſt Redemption. . ct 

Mir. I underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Huſband out 
of ſpight to me, and thug, out of love to me the will 
make him a Cuckold; tis ordinary with Women to 
marry one Perſon far the ſake of another, and to 
throw themſelves into the Arms of one they hate, to 
ſecure their Pleaſure with the Man they love. Bur 
who is the happy Man? 

Pet. A Lord, Sir. 

Mir. I'm her Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant ; a 
Train and a Title, hey! room for my Lady's Coach, 
a front Row in the Box for her Lady ſhip; Lights, 
Lights for her Honour.——Now muſt I be a con- 
ſtant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to work my way 
to my Lady's Couchee——a Counteſs, I preſume, 
Sir. | 

pet. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew 
abroad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs yeſter- 
day, marries her to day, and whips her into Spain to 
morrow. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees ? Had ſhe marry'd within the Pre- 
cincts of a Billet- deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead 
her to Church; but as it happens, III forbid the Banes. 
Where is this mighty Don? 

Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd 
Piece, and there's no tampering with him; wou'd 
you apply to Mr. Dugard, or the Lady her ſelf, ſome- 
thing might be done, for it is in deſpight to you, 
that the Bufineſs is garry'd ſo haſtily. Odio, Sir, here 
he comes. I m gone. [ Exit, 


Enter Old Mir, dre/s'd in a Spaniſh Habit, leading 
Oriana. 

Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better 
ſuited your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perſon, Rank, 
and Circumſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme 
of Raillery, and ſubject me to ſo injurious Uſage, 

| my 
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my Lord, that 1 can lay no Claim to any part of 
your Regard, except your Pity. 

Old M. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to pagfane ſuch Excellence! 
Shew me the Man — 

And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge 
Shall fallgypon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 
Is this thing one ? [Srrutting up to Mirabel. 

Mar. Sir! 

Ori. Good my Lord. 

Old M. If he, or any he! 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. 

Old M. O your Pardon, Sir——but if you hac—- 
remember, Sir——the Lady now is mine, her Inju- 
ries are mine; therefore, Sir, you underftand m 
Come, Madam. [Leads Oriana te the Door, ſhe 

goes off, Mir runs te his Father, 
and pulls him by the Sleeve, 

Mir. E coute, Monſieur Le Count, | 

Old M. Your Buſineſs, Sir? 

Mir. Boh 

Old A. Boh! What Language is that Sir? 

Mir. Spamſh, my Lord. 

Old MH. What d'ye mean? 

Mir, This, Sir. [Trips up his Heels, 

Old M,. A very conciſe Quarrel, truly I'll buily 
him Trinidado Seigneiur, give me fair play. 

[Offering to riſe. 

Mir. By all means, Sir, Takes away his Sword. 
Now Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fu- 
ſtian Face your Countſhip wore * now? 

| 8 [ Strikes him, fc 
Old M. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my e 
own Son right !=-—3ut hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſt- 
ing; I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. LD 

Mir. My Father! Then by this Light I cou'd find n 
in my heart to pay thee [ Aſide.] Is the Fellow mad? 

Why fure, Sir, I ha'n't frighted you out of your 
Senſes ? E 
O12 M. But you have, Sir. | 


Air. 
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rt of Mir. Then I'tl beat them into you again. 

[ Offers ro firike him. 
ne old M. Why Rogue——Bob, dear Bod, don't you 
! know me, Child? * 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's dowright diſtract- 
ed: Thou Miracle of Impudence, woud thou make 
me believe that ſuch a grave Gentleman my Fa- 
abel. ¶ mer wou'd 80 2 Maſquerading thus ? That a Perſon 
of threeſcore and three wou'd run about in a Fool's 
Coat to diſgrace himſelf and Family? Why, you 
impudent Villain, do you think I will ſuffer ſuch an 
Affront to paſs upon my honour'd Father, my wor- 
thy Father, my dear Father? Sdeath, Sir, mention 
my Father but once again, and [I'll fend your Soul 
to my Grandfather this Minute [ Offering to ſtab him. 
Old M. Well, well, I am not your Father. 
Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, hecto- 
ring Spaniard, and [I'll uſe you according'y. 
Old M. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir; we 
have all got nothing but Blows fince we began to 
take their part. 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs 
to Mirabel, the reſt to the Old Gentleman. 
Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father! 
Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad? 
Give me way, Sir, I won't be held. 
Old M. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 


[ Offering to go. 
Mir. My Father! 
Old M. Ay, you Dog's Face, I am your Father, 


1s, 


m. for | have bore as much for thee, as your Mother 
ny ever did. 
{t- Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems,” A 


Deſign, a Contrivance, a Stratagem —— Oh! how 
nd my Bones ake ! 


12 Old M. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 
ur Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own 
Fleſh and Blood all this while? O Madam, [Te Ori- 


ana. | 


* 
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ana.) I wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dig 
nity. Here was a Contrivance indeed. 

Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for 
they impos'd upon us all. 

Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Qui vo- 
battel for ou bravely? My Father will anſwer for 
the Force of my Love. 

Ors. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of 
your own creating. 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if 
I ſtand tamely now. [Comes up between Mirabel 
and his Siſter.) Well, Sir! 

Mir. Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord-face at 
me? 

Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare you aſſume 
thus? [ Draws. 

Old Mir. What's that to you, Sir. [| Draws, 

Pet. Help, help, the Lady faints. 

[Oriana falls into her Maids Arms. 

Mir. Vapours! Vapours! (he'll come to her ſelf: 
If it be an angry Fit, a Dram of Aſa Fetida——lf 
Jealouſy, Harts-horn in Water=—|f the Mother, 
burnt Feathers———[f Grief, Ratifia f it be ſtrait 
Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like a Dram of plain 
Brandy. [ Exit. 

Ori. Hold off, give me Air O my Brother, 
wou'd you preſerve my Life, endanger not your own; 
wou'd you defend my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; 
'tis a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword ; 
for tho' our Champion prove victorious, yet our 
Honour is wounded. - 

Old Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
that's another thing. But I think you're pretty briik 
again, my Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pre- 
tence to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of 
your Sex excuſes this Artifice in ours, 


For 
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For oſten, when our chief Perſections fail, 
Our chief Defetts with fooliſh Men prevail. [ Exit, 

Pet. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a 
way ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old. Mir. Sir, ['ll have no Plot that has ay Rela- 
tion to Spain. 

Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever; my Sword 


of aal do her Juſtice. | 
; Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly ! Suppoſe you run him 
If Whhro' the Body ; you run her thro' the Heart at the 
bel Name time. 
Old Mir. And me thro' the Head —rot your Sword, 
dur ir, we'll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 
© Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, 
and ſo bring him about to declare himſelf. 
me . Dag. That, I muſt confeſs, has a Face. 
xn Old Mir. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's 


y Life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chriſten- 
om. We'll about it immediately. | Exennt. 


SCENE, the Street. . 


Du: etete and Mirabel. 

Dur. [ In a Paſſion.) And tho' I can't dance, nor 
ſing, nor talk like you, yet 1 can fight, you know, 
Ir, 

Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. 
mn; Dur. 'Sdeath, Sir, and I will: Let me ſee the 
roudeſt Man alive make a Jeſt of me! 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends. ® 
oy Dur. Danc'd to Death! Baited Ke a Bear! Rü- 
ticul'd ! threaten'd to be kick d Confution ! Sir, you 


ed, et me on, and I will have Satisfaction, all Mankind 
ik eim will point at me. 

| Air, | Aſide.) I muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome 
re- aſſage, or twill break upon my own lead 

"On --00K e, Duretete, what do thele Gentlemen laugh 
For 
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Enter two Gentlemen. D 

Dur. At me to be ſure———Sir, wh# made youll 7; 
laugh at me? N 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry we 50 
had a private Reaſon. i - 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, Vil make you know me; mark and ob- W 
ſerve me, | won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be mention'd, A 
not even whiſper'd in your Prayers at Church. Sdeatb, y 
Sir, d'ye ſmile? 

1 Gen, Not I, upon my Word. | 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl in a Barn, 
or a Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. 

Mir. | Aſide to the Gent.) Don't he bully'd out 06 
your Humour, Gentlemen; the Fellow's mad, laugh 
at him, and l' ſtand by you. 

1 Gen. Igad and fo we will. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty. [Draws.] She 
threaten'd to kick me. Ay, then, you Dogs, II 
murther ye. Fights, and beats them off, 

. | Mir. runs over to his ſide, 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Durerere, ther: 
you had him, noble Captain, hey, they run, they . 
run, Victoria, Viftloriz—— Ja, ha, hi,—10w hap. Du 
py am | in an excellent Friend! Tel! me of your 
Virtuoſo's and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour-fac'd the 
ſplenetick Rogue. Ii Man of my thin Conſtitution of 
ſhou'd never want a Fool in his Company: I don't 
affect your fine things that improve the Underſtand- tho 
ing, but hearty laughing to fatten my Carcaſe : And 
o' my Conſcience, a Man of Senſe is as melancholy * 
without a Coxcomb, as a Lyon without a Jackall; 


he hunts for our Diverſion, ſtarts Game for ou, 7 
Spleen, and perfectly feeds us with Pleaſure. — 
J hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, I c 
And till diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; ſto1 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, < 
And mult give Reaſons for whate'er he ſays. hin 


The 
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The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full 
Makes ee but it makes me dull: 
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Give me thy careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays The Fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, » 

But ove that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who till is merry, but does ne'er deſign it: 

And ftill is ridicul'd, but ne er can find it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneft, is the beſt; , 

And his moſt grave Expreſſion is the Jeſt. * Exit. 


The End of the Third ACT. - 


— 
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AC r N. 
SCENE, Old Mirabel's Honſe. 


Enter Old Mirabel az4 Dugard. 


Dug. H E Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and 

privy to the Plot: your Son has been 
there, but had no Admittance beyond the Privilege 
of the Grate, and there my Siſter refus'd to ſee him. 
He went off more nettled at his Repulſe, than I 
thought his Gayety cou'd admit. 

Old M. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant ye. 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Here, where are ye all? —— O! Mr. Mira- 
bel, you have done fine things for your Poſterity—— 
And you, Mr. Dugard, may come to anſwer this — 
I come to demand my Friend at your Hands ; re- 
ſtore him, Sir, or [To O! Mir. 

Old M. Reſtore him! What d'ye think i wave got 


him in my Trunk, or my Pocket ! 
0 Dur. 
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Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Catſe on't. 

Old M. That may be; for I was ad as he 
when I begat him. 2 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean 2, 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage 
Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare ? 
Your Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has 
forſaken the World; and in three Words, has 

Old M. Hang'd himſelf! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

Old M. Vou lye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
Fryer! —— Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
Crown when the fame Razor may cut his Throat? 

Dur. If you have any Command, or you any In- 
tereſt over him, loſe not a Minute? He has thrown 
himſelf into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me 
to pay off his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 

Old M. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſa- 
crifice the Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whe- 
ther the Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt 
Right to the Child. — But, dear Captain, what has 
he done with his Eftate ? 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

Old M. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't 
get him out of their Clutches — Ten thouſand Li- 
vres a Year upon the Church! "Tis downright Sa- 
crilege. —— Come, Gentlemen, all hands to work; 
for half. that Sum, one of theſe Monaſteries ſhall pro- 
tet you a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious 
Wife from her Huſband, and a Diſobedient Son from 
his own Father. | [Extt. 

" Dug. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone to a 
Monaſtery ! 

Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Filles Repenties ? 
I tel] you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of re- 
peming Maids. 

Dug. Why ſo, Sir? 


Dur. 


to 
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Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other; ſhe's 
too old to WR} a Maid, and too young to repent. 
* Exit; Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the inſide of a Monaſtery; Oriatia in 4 
5 Nux's Habit; Biſarre. | 

Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting 
with this Religious Habit. 3 

Biſ. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is ta- 
king it in earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſon- 
ing People with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit 
of that Virtue which comes by Conſtraint ———Be- 
ſides, we may own to one another, that we are in 
the worſt Company when among our ſelves; for 
our private Thoughts run us into thoſe Defires, which 
our Pride reſiſts from the Attacks of the World; and, 
you may remember, the firſt Woman that met the 
Devil when ſhe retir'd from her Man. 

Ori. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fanſy the Habit be- 
comes me. 

Biſ. A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that 
makes a Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe 
nt did before Ay, my Dear, were there any Reli- 
Li- sion in becoming Dreſs, our Sex's Devotion were 
Sa- Wrightly plac'd; for our Toylets wou'd do the Work 
"rk; Jof the Altar; we ſhou'd all be canoniz'd. 


pro- Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of 
ious Merit, in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to 
rom the Service of Religion? 

it. 


Biſ. Not half ſo much, as devoting em to a pret- 
ty Fellow: If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this 
World, why was it ſent hither? Let us dedicate our 
ies? beautiful Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for 


re- Jour handſome Perſons; they become a Box at the 
Play, as well as a Pew in the Church. 

Ori. But the Viciſſitude of Fortune, the Incon- 

tancy of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, 

Dur. 145 O 2 require 


42 The Inconflant : Or, 


require ſome place of Religion, for a Refuge from 
their Perſecution, 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any 
Devotion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he 
takes it only for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that 
Religion conſiſts in Charity with all Mankind; and 


that you ſhould never think of being Friends with 


Heaven, till you have quarrell'd with all the World. 
Come, come, mind your Buſineſs, Mirabel loves 
you, 'tis now plain, and hold him to't; give freſh 
Orders that he ſhan't ſee you: We get more by hi- 
ding our Faces ſometimes, than by expoſing them ; 
a very Maſk, you ſec, whets Deſire; but a pair of 
keen Eyes thro' an Iron Gate, fire double upon 'em, 
with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt be gone upon 
my Affairs, I have brought my Captain about again. 

Ori. But why will you trouble your ſelf with that 
Coxcomb ? | 

Biſ. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb; had I not better 
have a Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than 
a Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. [| Knock- 
ing below.) A Meſſage from Mirabel, I'll lay my Life. 
[She runs to the Door.) Come hither, Run, thou 
charming Nun, come hither. 

Ori. What's the News? [ Runs to her, 

Bi. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ori. I ſee no body but a Fryer. 

Biſ. Ah! Thou poor blind Cxpid! O' my Con- 
ſcience, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtant- 
ly; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, than we 
turn Fools. A Fryer! Don't you ſee a villanous 
gentee] Mein under that Cloak of Hypocriſy, the 
looſe careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow? 

Ori. As | live, Mirabel turn'd Fryer! I hope, in 
Heav'n, he's not in earneſt. 

Biſ. In earneſt : Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? 
Now's your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly ta- 
ken for a Paſſport, to get in and try your Reſoluti- 
ons; ſlick to your Habit to be ſure; treat him with 
Diſdain, rather than Anger; tor Pride becomes us 

more 
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more than Paſſion : Remember what I ſay, if you 
wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the Attack ; 
to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure, 


The cunning Gameſters never gain too faſt, 
But loſe at firſl, ro win the more at laſt. [ Exit, 


Ori, His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, 
I don't know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt 
my ſelf; wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not 
have him gone neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, 
but I love to ſee him tho'. 


What a ſtrange Power has this ſantaſtick Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we moſt deſire! 


Enter Mirabel in Fryers Habit. 

Mir. Save. you, Siſter =——sY our Brother, young 
Lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 
ſent me to prepare you for that ſacred Habit by Con- 
feſſion. 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [Aſide.] 
My. Brother's Care I own; and to you, ſacred Sir, 
I confeſs, that the great crying Sin which I have 
long indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate, was Love. 
My Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my 
Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares, was Love! My pre- 
ſent Peace, my future Bliſs, the Joy of Larth, and 
hopes of Heaven! I all contemn'd for Love! 

Air. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt; Death 
and Confufion, I have loſt her! [ 4ſide.] You confeſs 
your fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, tha: I 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief; he in whoſe Breaſt | thcuzkt my Heart 
ſecure turn'd Robber, and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that 
he kept. 


O 3 Ori. 
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Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 


that like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves bu 
it ſafe. ou 
Ori No, holy Father; who can be Miſer in ano- tic 
ther's Wealth that's Prodigal of bis own? His Heart 
was open, ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! mult he 
then become of mine? But the ſame Eyes that drew bl, 
this Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which yc 
now hear my Vow, wo th 
Mir, | Diſcovering him/elf.] No, my fair Angel, but L 
jet me repent; here on his Knees behold the Crimi- M 
nal, that vows Repentance his. Ha! No concern 
upon her! th 
Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, po 
that ſuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpriz'd me W 


into ſome Confulion. bi 
Ar. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now re- 
turn'd to my ſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve 
your Favour, and here ['ll fix till you relent and give it. 
Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act 
a thing to make you kneel, Monarch in Pleaſure to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of 


your wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, For- d 

tune, all reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended 

Knee? Servile and Poor! I— Love it. [Aſide. a 
Mir. I come not here to juſtify my fault but my b 


Submiſſion, for tho' there be a meanneſs in this hum- 
ble Poſture, tis nobler till to bend when Juſtice calls, 
than to reſiſt Conviction. t. 
Ori. No more thy oft repeated violated Words 
reproach my weak Belief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny 
to hear thee ſpeak; that humble Poſture Which once } 
cou'd raiſe, now mortifies my Pride; how can't thou 
dope for Pardon from one that you affront by aſking 
It £ x 
Mir. [ Riſes.] In my own Cauſe no more, but give 
me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard Injun- 
ctions of that Habit, which for my fault you wear. 
Ori. Surprizing Infolence! My greateſt Foe pre- 
tends to give me Counſel; but I am too warm m_ W 
0 
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ſo cool à Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! 
but as our Hearts were united with the Ceremony of 
our Eyes, ſo I ſhall ſpare ſome Tears to the Separa- 
tion [Weeps.] That's all; farewel. 

Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. [ Runs, and catches 
ber.] Sihce all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the no- 
bler Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice 
you refuſe ; you're mine by Pre contract: And wherc's 
the Vow ſo ſacred to diſannul another? Il] urge mv 
Love, your Oath, and plead my Cauſe gainſt all 
Monaſtick Shifts upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my 
paſt diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, 
wou'd I provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but 
be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. | 

[| Kneel-, 
Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old M. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confuſion! I'm ruin'd ! 

Old M. What do I hear? | Puts on his Hood.) What 
did you ſay, Sir? 

Old M. I ſay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you my be 
another for ought I know, Sir; I have loſt my Child 
by theſe Tricks, vir. 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir ? 

Old M. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 
to bring my Son to reaſon, and it bas made him ſtark 
mad; | have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

Mir. [ Diſcovering himſelf.) My dear Father, I'm 
your moiMumble Servant. 

Old M. My deu Boy, | Runs and kiſſes him.] Wel- 
come, ex Inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, he's 
no more a Nun than I am. 

Mir. No? 

Old M. The Devil a bit. 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the 
moſt happy News.— And now molt venerable holy 
Siſter, Reels. 

| 04 Tour 


— — 


9 


48 The Iuconſt ant Or, | 


Your Mercy and your Pardon I implore, 
For the Offence of aſking it before. 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Ad- 
vice, be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the 
beſt Nuns always when they can't do otherwiſe Ay, 
my dear Father, there is a Merit in your San's Beha- 
viour that you little think; the free Deportment of 
ſuch Fellows as I, makes more Ladies Religious, than 
all the Pulpits in France, 

Ori, O! Sit, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd 
what was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterteit 
that has deceiv'd you. | 

Old M. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. 

Mir. Sir. your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryer 
this Moment. 

Old at. Was ever an old Fool fo banter'd by a Brace 
o young ones; hang you both, you're both Coun- 
tciicits, and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and 

Diſappointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 

[Throm off her Habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſerv'da 
turn for us both, and they ſhall een go off together. 
[Takes off his Habit, 


Thus the ſick Wretch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 
And finding all Eſſays for Life are van ; 
When the Phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then call the other Doctor, the Divine. IN 
What Vows to Heaven, wos d Heaven reſtore hi: 
Health; : 3 
Vows all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth: 
But if reſtor d to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais d and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes into IU; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
[Exit, :hrowing away the Habit. 
| | SCENE 


I« 


abit. 
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SCENE changes to Old Mirabel“: Houſe : Duretete 
with a Letter. 


Dur. | Reads.) 
Y Rudeneſs was only a Proof of your Humour, which 
1 have found ſo agreeable, that 1 own my ſelf pe- 
nitent, and willing to make any Reparation upon your 


t Appearance to 
— BISARRE: 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it ; 
then farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; tis 
my turn now to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her 
off, I warrant her, 


Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me! 
Bi. I hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty 


Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil! Do you 
love me, I fay. | 

Biſ. Perhaps! 

Dur. What? 

Biſ. Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, Woman, Ill 

Bi/. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand 
there; and Ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, 
and Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes—-Firſt, 
the direct Surpriſe | She looks full upon him.] Right; 
next the Deux yeux par oblique. She gives him the 
ſide Glance.) Right; now depart, and languilh. She 
turns from him, and looks over her Shoulder.) Very 
well; now Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now drop your Fan a 
purpoſe. [She drops her Fan.) Now take it up again: 
Come now, confeſs your Faults, are not you a proud 
— ay after me. | 

Biſ. Proud. 

Dur. Impertinent. 

on EEE 
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Biſ. Impertinent. 1 Mt 

Dur, Ridiculous. * 

Biſ. Ridiculous, 

Dur. Flurt, 

Biſ. Puppy. 

Dur. Soons, Woman don't provoke me, we ate 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tempt 
— to do you a Miſchief, aſk my Pardon immedi 
ately. 

Bi/. I 0, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, ha' you got e et a Handkerchief! 

Biſ. Yes, Sir. 

Dur. Cry then, handſomly ; cry like a Queen in 
a Tragedy. [She pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing, 

and enter two Ladies laughing 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha. 


Tadies both.] Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furie: 
flutter'd about my Ears! Betray'd again! | 

Biſ. That you are upon my Word, my dear Cap- 
tain ; ha, ha, ha. | 

Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady. What! ls this the mighty Man with the 
Bull-face that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to 
lee him angry; come, begin. 2 

Dur. Ah, Madam, Fm the beſt natur'd Fellow in 
the World. | 

2 Lady, A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 
ners; the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trull 
in a Perriwig. 

Biſ. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. 

| [They lay hold-on him. 

Dur. Examine! The Devil you will! 

Biſ. I'll lay my Life, ſome great Dairy-Maid in 
Man's Clothes. 

Dur. They will do't ;,,—Þ—© -look'e, dear Chriſtian 
Women, pray hear me. 

Biff. Will you ever attempt a Lady's Honour a- 
gain : 


Dar. 


2 
* 
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Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my 
Honour, I'd do any thing in the World. 

Biſ. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry 
mine? x | 

Dur. O, yes, to be ſure. 

Biſ. And will you do the ſame by me? 

Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 

[Runs out, 

Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical 
for our Diverſion; we'll go make an end of our 
Tea, [ Exeunt, 

Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't mar- 
ry: and tho' you ſend all the Biſhops in France to 
perſuade me, I ſhall nevP believe their Doctrine a- 
gainſt their Practice. 

Old M. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie 
ing here, bound to a. Wife, chain'd like a Monkey 
to make ſport to a Woman, ſubje& to her Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to 
have her one Day pleas'd, to Morrow peeviſh, the 
next Day mad, the fourth rebellious; and nothing 
but this Succeſſion of Impertinence for Ages toge- 


— Be merciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and 
Blood. | 
* Old M. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not you? 


* Mir, Then you think, that Marriage, like Trea- 
ſon, ſhould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, 
Sir, is it reaſonable becauſe you throw your ſelf 
down from one Story, that I mult caſt my ſelf head- 
long from the Garret Window? You wou'd compel . 
me to that State, which I have heard you curſe your 
felf, when my Mother and you have battel'd it for a 

whole Week together, 
Old M. Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for ſix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, 
O 6 then 
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then ſhe was breeding of yon, which ſhew'd what at 
expenſive Dog __ have of you. 


Enter Petit. : 
Well Petit, how does the now ? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, cow Pomf@— Ay, Mr. Mirabel, you"! 
believe that [ ſpeak truth, gow, when I confeſs that 
I have told you hitherto nothing but Lies; our Jet- 
ing is come to a fad Earneft, ihas downright diſtra. 


1 a 
Enn Biſarre. » 

Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor? ==The great Ex 
ploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
queſt, inhumane, barbarous Man! O, Sir, [To the 
Old Gentleman.] your Wretched Ward has found 
tender Guardian of you, hexe her young Innocence 
expected K of here has ſhe found her Ruin. 
Old M. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue won't mary, for fear of begetting ſuch a di. 
obedient Son as his Father did. I have done all I can 
Madam, and now can do more Than run mad for 


Company. | [ Cries, 


2 rye 


Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 

Dug. Away! Revenge, Revenge. 
Old M. Patience, Patience, Sir. 
[ 01d Mirabel holds hin. 
Bob draw. 5 [ 4 fade. 
Dag. Patience! The Coward's Virtue, and 1h: 
brave Man's failing, when thus provok'd Villain! 

Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Mac- 
nels; and ths my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, |'! 


— 


bear the Vilizin from her Brother. - Put up your Ange: 


with the SWord; I have a Heart like yours, that 


ſwells at an Affront receiv'd, but melts at an Injury 
given; and if the lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch 1 
moving Scene, twill find a part within this Breaſt, 
perhaps as tender as a Brother's. 

Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, 
endeavour to remove it — - There, there, behold an 


Object 


ch 4 
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Object that's infective; I eannot view her, but I am 
as mad as ſhe: | Enter Oriana mag bel by twoMaids, 
who put her in a Chair.] A that, my dying 
Parents left, with their laſt Weg and Bleſſing, to 
my Care. Siſter, deafeſt Siſter. [ Goes to her. 

Old M. Ay, poor Mid, poor Child, d'ye know 
me? a 8 * 
Ori. You! yqu are Amadis de Gaul, Sit — Oh! 
oh my Heart! A e never in Love, fait Lady? 
And do you nWer dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
AI dream of wking Firgy and tall Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now=n—What's mat? Pray 
ſtand away: | have ſeen that Face ſure ————How 
light my Head is. | 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in 
Madneſs ! theſe ſudden tarts of undigeſted Words 
ſhoot thro' my Soul, with more,perſuaſive Force than 
all the ſtudy'd Art of 22 — 
Madam, try to repoſe a little 

Ori. I cannot; for | muſt he up to go to Church, 
and l muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be 
ſo fine, to meet my Love. Hey ho! Will not 
you tell me where my Heatt lies bury d? 
. Mir. My very Soul is touch'd—— Your Hand, my 

air. 

Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? Tl tell you 
your Fortune, Friend. 

Mir.* How ſhe ſtares upon me! 

Oridlou have a flattering Face; but tis a fine one 
— I warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſe.— 


Ay, to be ſure, a Miſtrels for every Guinea in his 


Pocke:t—=— Will you pray for me F I ſhall die to 
Morrow — And will you ring my Paſſing-Bell. 

Mir. O Woman, Woman, of @itifice created! 
whoſe Nature, even diſtracted, hag a'Cunning : In 


' vain let Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when 


Woman's Madneſs over-rules his Reaſon. Do you 
know me, injur'd Creature ? 


Ori. No, but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintance in the Grave, * 
. R 7. 


£2. The Inconſtant Or, 
Mir. Oh np 1 muſt believe you; ſure there's 1 


kind of Sympat in Madneſs; for even I, obdurate 
y Soul ſo toſs'd with Storms of 


as l ny f f 
Paſſion, that 2 cry for help as well as ſhe, 


Ori. What have you loffour Lover? No, you 
mock me; I'll go home a ray. 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, gnd hear me own 
my Love ſo loud, that I may calFytgur Senſes to their 
Place, reſtore em to their charmiilF happy Functions, 
and reinſtate my ſelf int your, Favaur. 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis aft 200 late; ſhe trem- 
bles, hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking ; 
don't trouble her, ſhe don't kffbw you, Sir. 

Old M. Not know him ! what then? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. 


y Duretete. 

Dur. Where are pu all? What the Devil! melan- 
choly, and I here! Are ye fad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
Subject, ſuch a very good Jeſt amor, you as lam? 

Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no 
place for Bagatel : I have murder'd my Honour, de- 
ftroy'd a Lady, and my deſire of Reparation is come 
at length too late: See there. 

Dur. What ails her ? 

Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. | 

Dur, Mad! doſt wonder at that ? By. this Light, 
they're ail ſo; they're cozening mad; they de brawl- 
ing mad, they” re proud mad; I juſt now came from 
a whole World of mad Women, that had almoſt 
What, is ſhe dbad ? 

Mir. Dead f Heav'ns forbid. 

Dur. Heav'ilf further it; for till they be as cold as 
a Key, there's ao truſting them; you're never ſure 
that a Woman's in earneſt, ttill ſhe is nail'd in her 
Coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miſtreſs, 

Bi/. What's thar to you, Sir. 

Dur, Oons, Madam, are you there? [Runs off. 


Mir. 


[Wipes his Eyes. ih 


wy _ og kad 
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Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon,; how poor and 
mean this Humour now appears ? His Follies and my 
own | here difclaim ; this Lady's LY reſtor'd 
my Senſes, and was the perfect Keen the 
was, (before you all | ſpeak it,) &Hou'the mine; 
and as ſhe is, my Tears and Prayers mall wed her. 
Dug. How happy haGrthis Declaration been ſome 
Hours ago ? , 


Biſ. Sir, the 
off; come, co 


ons to you, and waves us to go 
„ let's leave em. 
« [Ea omnes, but Mir. and Oti. 

Ori. Oh, Sir. 

Air. Speak, my <Gharming Angel, if your dear 
Senſes have regain'd Their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and 
bleſs me with the News. 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Ser, 
that happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to 
my poor labouring Breaſt, the deareit, beſt belov'd 
of Men. an 

Mir. Tune all, ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of 
Joy, and carry Wund your ſpacious Orbs, the happy 
found of Orianas Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmo- 
ny was next to yours, is now in Tune again; the 
counterfeiting Fair has play'd the Fool, 


I was ſo mad to pawn my Liberty: 
But now-we both are well, and both are free, 


She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me: =» 8 


Ori. How, Sir, Free! 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite; what, marry a 
Lunatick ! Loak, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to 
play the Fool all your Life long. Here, Gen- 
tlemen. 33 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir, O' my Faith, but I will; here, come in Gen- 
tlemen. A Miracle ! a Miracle ! the Woman's 


diſpoſſeſs'd, the Devil's vaniſh'd. 


Enter 


_ * 
& 
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Enter Old Mirabel and Dagard. 


Old ABB. s, was ſhe _— 
Mir. & ith aae*worſt of Dzmons, Sir, a Marriage- 
Devil, T hort Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be fur- 


priz'd, | progis'd my Endeavours to cure your Si. 
ſter; no mad Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done 
it more effectually. Take her into your Charge; and 
have a care (Me don't relapſe ; if he ſhould, emplcy 
me not again, for | am no more infallible than other; 
of the Facu'ty; | do cure * 

Ori. Your Remedy, moſt arbarous Man, WI 
prove the greateſt Poiſon to my Health; for tho' my 
former Frenzy was but counWrfeit, I now (hall run 
into a real Madneſs. [Exit; Old x 

Dug. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge; 
fo confus'd, I know not how to reſent it. ben 

Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I ſcap'd? 
Was not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction ? 


Enter Duretete. 
O my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom ; no Lark, 
eſcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, 
quakes with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 

Dur. The matter, Man! 

Mir. Marriage, Hanging ; I was juſt at the Gal- 
lows foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and 
the Cart wheeling from me.——Oh—-l ſha n't be 
my ſelf this Month again. 

Dur. Did not I tell you ſo ? They are all alike, 
Saints or Devils; their counterfeiting, can't be repu- 
ted a Deceit; for 'tis the Nature of the Sex, not their 
Contrivance. 

Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Secu- 
rity ; this Houſe is ſo full of Stratagem and Deſign, 
that I muſt abroad again. 

Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, 
my Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet 
out for Italy to morrow Morning, 


Mir. 


. 
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Mir. A 1 * I' go pay my Complemgnt of 
leave to m er preſently. 

Dur. Em L he'll „ 0 * 

Mir. What pretend a Command over mg yfter his 
Settlement od thouſand Pond 1 Year upon me! 
No, no, he has paſs'd away his Authority with the 
Conveyance; the Will of a living Father is chiefly 
vbeyed for the ſake of the dying one. 


What makes rhe World attend and crond the Great? 
Hopes, Intereſt; and Depencence, make their State, 
Behold the Ante«chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee thipng'd with Courtly Crows, 
Tho' grumbling SabFects make theCrown their ſport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court, 
Dependence; even #4 Father's ſway ſecures, 

For tho' the Son rebels, the Heir is yours, 


The End of the fourth ACT. 


- . 4 * 
* : — * . . 5 


1 
SCENE, the Street before the Play- houſe; 


Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the 
Play. . 
- 


Dar. OW d'xe like this Play? 

H Mir. I lik'd the Company; the Lady, 
the rich Beauty iß the Front box had my Attention: 
Theſe impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to 
ſupport Them, and te kill every body elſe. 


For Death's upon the Stage the Ladies cry, 
But nder mind us that in the Audience die: 


5 * The 
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The Poet Hero ſhould not move ther Pain, 
555 they ſhou'd weep for thoſe be have ſlain, 


Dub. Hoity, toity% did Phyllis inſpire you with 
all this ? . 

Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Ele 
ment of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; th 
Ladies, methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant 
Air in the Boxes than any where elſe, they fit com- 
manding on their Thrones with all their Subject. 
ſlaves about them: Their beſt Clothes, beſt Looks, 
ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, the Treaſure of the 
World in a Ring. Then there's ſuch a hurry of Plez 
ſure to tranſport us; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallantry, 
Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smile, 
Ogles, Love, Muſick, and Applauſe. I cou'd wihiW © 
that my whole Life long were the firſt Night of 7 
new Play. 0 

Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey; 
have you beſpoke Poſt Horſes ? 

Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one 
to difcover the Lady, one to unfoſd my ſelf, and one 
to make me happy; and thenslI'm yours to the 
World's end. * - e 

Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf 
a Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time ? 

Mir. Yes, Sir [ have a confident Addreſs, no 
diſagreeable Perſon, and five hundred Lewidores in 
my Pocket, N 

Dur. Five hundred Lewidores! You a' t mad? 

Mir. | tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of 
her black black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as 
big as her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her 
Looks, and the living Jewels out ſparkled the dead 
ones by a Million. 

Dur. But you have own'd' to me, that abating G- 
riana's Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paili- 
Onately, then how can you wander at this rate? 


Mair, 
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Mir. 1 long's. f for a Partridge t'other ay off the 
King's Plate, p. » ye think, becauſe l cou d nobhave 
it, I muſt eat ing. 4 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remem- 
er what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by fol- 


> Ele lowing Strangers; you forget your Leap cut of the 
; the cCarteſans Window at Bologna to fave your fine Ring 
phat there. 

com Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſ- 
bj ea. ess comparable to what we deſire— be ſhy of a 
ooks, ady barefac'd in the Front-Box with a thouſand 
f the ound in Jewels about her Neck! For ſhame, no 
Plex 8m ore. 

ntry, 3 

miles, Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with a Letter, 


wiſh Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 
of 1 Mir. Yes, Sir. 
Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picardy, 
ney; [Gives the Letter, 


Mir. [Reads.] 
HA Bearer 1s the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, 
who flying for his Religion, left me the Charge of 
his Youth [a pretty Boy] He's fond of ſome hand- 
y ſelf ome Service that may afford him Opportunity of Im- 
rovement, your Care of him will oblige 

5 Yours. 
as't a mind to travel, Child ? 
Ori. 'Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhould be pleas'd to 
ſerve a Traveller in any Capacity, 
ne of Mir. A hopeful Inclination; you ſhall along with 
1d 2; {ne into Italy, as my-Page. iD 
1 her Dar. I don't think it ſafe; the Rogue's [ Noi/e 
dead ragged too handſome The Play's done, and 


ome of the Ladies come this way. 
8 0 
palli- Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, identical She. 


Dur. And what then ? 
Mir, Mir, Why 'tis (he, 


Der. 
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Dur. And what then, Sir) 9 

Mir. Then! Why, — Look'e, Sirrah, the fir} 
piece of Service| put upon you, is to follow that La- 
dy's Coach, and bring me word where ſhe livews 

To Orjana, 

Ori. I don't know the Town, Sir, and am afraid 
of loſing my ſelf. 

Air. Plhaw ! | : 

Lam. Page, what's become of all my People? 

Page. I can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no fign of 
your Ladyſhip's Coach. 

Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, an! 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there ? 

Page. Not one, Madam, 

Lam. Theſe Servants are the Plague of our Lives, 

what ſhall I do ? 

Mir. By all my Hopes Fortune pimps for me; 
now Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. 

Dur, Why you won't ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants neg- 
let, Madam, put your Ladyſhip to any Inconveri- 
enge, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage 
whilſt mine waits below, and wou'd you honour the 
— ſo far, he wou'd be proud to pay his Atten- 

ance. N 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. LAſide. 

Lam. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for 
my FHabitaton fs a great way off, 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little engag'd, 
beſides Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, 
Madam. | i 

Mir. Rude Reaſt, be quiet! [To Duretete.] The 
farther from home, Madam, the more occaſion you 
have for Guard =——pray, Madam 

Lam. Lard, Sir. [He ſeems to preſs, ſhe to 

decline it in dumb ſhe u. 

Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now he 
wheedles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers ; he 
ſwears, ſhe believes; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's a W— 
ia a moment. | 


FI 


* Ai. 


with 


: 


* 
\ 


Mir. Without there, my Coach; Dur@ete, wiſh 
fit me Joy. [ Hands the Lady out. 
La- Dur. Wiſh you a Surgeon ! Here you little Picard, 
go @llow your Maſter, and he'll lead you 
101, 1. Whither, Sir? 

2. To the Academy, Child: tis the Faſhion 
with Men oſ Quality to teach their Pages their Ex- 
erciſe—g0. | 

Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Wo- 
man may do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Pages, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at 
Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters : 
Look'e, Sirrah, if ever you woud riſe by a great 
Man, be ſure to be with him in his little Actions, and, 
25 a ſtep ro your Advancement, follow your Maſter 
ic; Wl immediately, and make it your Hope that he go to 

a Bawdy-Houſe. 


Ori. Heav'ns forbid. Exit. 
eg- Dur. Now wou'd | ſooner take a Cart in Compa- 


en- ny of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman: 
age What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe 
the Creatures; a Woman to me is Averſion upon Aver- 
en- ſion, a. Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the ſqueel- 
; ing: of Children, the grinding of Knives, and the 
de, Sauff of a Candle. 1 


SCENE, a bandſom Apaent. 


el, Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

4 Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ne ſcmething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay 
ou W cut an Hour of your Company upon my Deſire, as 
| you have already upon my Neceſſity. 

to Mir. Your Defire, Madam, has only prevented my 
. WM Requeſt; my Hours! Make 'em yours, Madam, ele- 
ne T ven, twelve, one, two, bree, and all that belong to 
he WW thoſe happy Minutes. 

— Lam. But | muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your 


Retinue, becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this 
1”, time 
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1 
time of Night will not be conſiſtent with my Repu- 
tation. | 

Mir. By all means, Madam, all but one little 
Boy Here, Page, order my Coach and Servzgts 
home, and do you ſtay; tis a fooliſh Countrey Boy, 
that knows nothing but Innocence. e 

Lam. Innocence, Sir! | ſhou'd be ſorry if you 
made any ſiniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend tqyrematk 
upon any Body's Freedom, having, ſo entirely for- 
feited my own. 

Lam, Well, Sir, twere convenient towards our 
eaſy Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free 
Confidence of each other, by a mutual Declaration 
of what we are, and what we think of one ano- 
ther. Now, Sir, what are you? 

Mir. In three Werds, Madam, I am a Gen- 
tleman, I have five hundred Pound in my Pocket, 


and a clean Shirt on, — 
Lam. And your Name is * 
Mir. Muſtapha.——Now, Madam, the Inventory II 7 
of your Fortunes. * 
Lam. My Name is Lamorce; my Birth Noble; 1 T 
was marry'd Young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impe- * | 
rious Fellow; the Husband ſpoiled the Gentleman ; EO 
Crying ruin'd my Face, till at laſt I took heart, leap'd wo! 
out of a Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 
Tyrant, andggecover'd my Fortune I liv'd from : 
fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a Huſband, fro twenty - 
to forty I'm refoly'd to pleaſe my ſelf, and from p 


thence upwards I'll humour the World. 
Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird broke | 
out of its Cage! U 
Lam. I mark'd you at the Play, and ſomething 1 
ſaw of a well-furnifh'd, careleſs, agreeable Tour a- g. 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their man- Me. 
nerly demands with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that J T 
don't know how but I'm elop'd. Ha, ha, ha, a 
I'm elop'd. » 


Mir. 
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Mir. Ha, ha, ha, I rejoyce in your good Fortune 
with all my Heart. | 
Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. fuſtapha, you have 
got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it 
right, pray let me ſee it. . 
Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, tis, tis right but, but 
but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an old 
Family-Ring, Madam, an old faſhion'd Family-Ring. 


tk Lam. Ay, Sit. if you can entertain your ſelf 
, with a Song for a Moment I'll wait on you, come 
. | 
in there, 
— Enter Singers. 
* Call what you pleaſe, Sir. 
8 Mir. The new Song — Prithee, Phyllis, c. 


Certainly the Stars have been in a ſtrange intriguing 
Humour when 1 was born.— Ay, this Night ſhou' d 
; I have had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd 
ure well enough ; but what ſhou'd | have to morrow 
Y Night? The ſame. And what next Night? the ſame; 
. and what next Night? the very ſame: Soop for 
Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and 


yd Scoop for Breakfaſt again——but here's variety. 
— I love the Fair who freely gives her Herr, 
| That's e by Ties of Nature, not of Art; 
4 Who boldy owns whate'er her Thoughts indite, 

And is too modeſt for a Hypocrite. 
* [Lamorce appears at the Door, as he runs towards 
T ber, four Bravoes ſtep in before her. He ſtarts 
| back, | 
Murder d, murder'd to be ſure! The curſed Strumpet ! 
2, To make me ſend away my Servants——no Body 


near me! Theſe Cut-throats always make ſure Work. 
What 
8 


ir. 
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What ſhall 1 do? I have but one way. Are theſe 
Gentlemen your Relations, Madam? 

Lam. Ves, Sir. 

Mir. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; Sir, 
your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heat; 
your moſt obedien. come, Gentlemen. | Salute: 
all round.) pleaſe to fitno Ceremony, next the 
Lady, pray Sir. 

Lam. Well. Sir, and how d'ye like my Friends? 

| They all ſit. 

Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen ! [ 
was never more happy in good Company in my Life ; 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travell'd ? 

I Bra. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way? may l preſume ? 

1 Bra. In ds 4 Barge, Sir. 

Mir. Ha, ha, HA, very pretty; facetious pretty 
Gentleman! N 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettieſt 
Ring upon your Finger there , 

Mir. Ah! Madam, 'tis at your Service with all my 
Heart. Offering the Ring. 

Lam, By ne means, Sir, a Family-Ring! 

: [ Takes it. 

Mir. No matter, Madam, Seven hundred Pound, 
by this Light, [ 4ſrae. 

2 Bra. Pray, Sir, what's a Clock. & 

Mir. Hum ! Sir, I forgot my Watch atghome. 

2 Bra. | thought I ſaw the String of it juſt now. 

Mir. Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here 


| | it i. it it don't go. Putting it up, 
wn Lam. O dear Sir, an Englih Watch! Tompion's, I 
' preſume. | 


iT | Mir. D'ye like it, Madam —— no Ceremony 
11 tis at your Service with all my Heart and Sou. 
Tompion's| Hang ys. Aſide. 
t Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the Fa- 
ſhion and Make of yaur Sword- hilt. 
Mir, I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir, 
1 Bra. Will you pat with it, Sir. 


Mir. 
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Mir. Sir I won't ſell it. 

1 Bra. Not ſell it, Sir! * 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, — but Fl beſtow it with 
all my Heart. \ [ Offering it. 

1 Bra. O Sir, we ſhall rob you. 

Mir. That you do I'll be ſworn. [Aſide.] I have 
another at home, pray, Sir, —_ Gentlemen you're 
too modeſt, have I any thing elſe that you fanſy ?— 
Sir, will you do me a Favour? [To the 1 Brave.] I 
am extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, 
will you do me the Favour to change with me? 

t Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family Wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like i. 

Mir. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 

 [ They change Wigs. 
1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 
| [Goes wp foppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes her. 

2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder 
him! 

1 Bra. What! Let him ſcape to hang us all! And 
I to loſe my WiF; no, no, I want but a handſome 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we muſt 
act like Gentlemen. Here, ſome Wine —— [ine 
here.] Sir, your good Health. 5 

[ Pulls; Mirabel by the Noſe. 

Mir. Oh! Sir, your moſt khywble Servant; a plea- 
fant Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and 
pull him by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt 
pretty amour'd Gentleman. 

Lam, Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs. [ Mir. drinks. 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? 

Mir. Very good © the kind, Sir: but I tell ye 
what; 1 find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and 
I'gad, for my own part, I was never more diſpoſed 
to be merry; let's make a Night on't ha !——This 
Wine is pretty, but I have ſuch Burgundy at home. 
— Look'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for a dozen 
Flaſks of my Burgundy, I defie France to match it 
'Twill make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 


tlemen, 
P - z Bra. 
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2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burguady / 

1. Bra. Yes, faith, weill have all we can; here, 
call up the Gentleman's Servant —— What think 
you Lamorce? 

Lam. Les, yes, your Servant is a fooliſh 
Countrey Boy, Sir, he underſtands nothing but In- 
nocence. 

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam — Here, Page, [ Enter O- 
riana.] take this Key, and go to my Butler, order 
him to ſend half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, 
mark'd a thouſand; and be ſure you make haſte, I 
long to entertain my Friends here, my very good 
Friends, 

Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a 
Frolick. Where had you this pretty Boy, honcſt 
Muſtapha ? 

Ori. Muſtapha ! 

Mir. Out of Picardy this is the firſt Errand 
he has made for me, and if he does it right, I'll en- 
courage him. 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir? 

Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand, and be ſure you 
make haſte. 

Ori. I ſhall, Sir. [ Exit. 

1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my Wig, have 
you any Fancy for my Coat? Look'e, Sir, it 
* ſerv'd a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faith- 
ully. | 

Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a 
ſcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſſity.— 
The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. 

[ 4 ſide. 


* 


Lam, You're melancholy, Sir. 

Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd have 
no Servant here but this little Boy he'll make 
ſome confounded Blunder, I'll lay my Life on't, I 
wou'd not be diſappointed of my Wine for the Uni- 
verle. | 


4 Lam. 
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Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir; but Supper's rea- 
dy, will you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir? 

Mir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in 
my Life. 

Lam. Come then, — we have nothing but a Plate 
of Soop. 

Mir. Ah! The Marriage Soop I cou'd diſpenſe 
with now. [ 4ſide.] Exit, handing the Lady. 

2 Bra. That Wig wo'n't fall to your Share. 

t Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in 
the mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 

3 Bra. To be ſure, | think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I won- 
der at the Impudence of the Engl; Rogues, that 
will hazard the meeting a Man at the Bar that they 
have encounter'd upon the Road! I ha'n't the Con- 
filence to look a Man in the Face after I have done 
him an Injury, therefore we'll murder aim. | Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Hos. 


Enter Duretete. | 

Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have aban- 
don'd my Miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my Hands, 
and my Money burns in my Pocket —— Bui now I 
think on't, my Myrmidons are upon Duty to Night; 
III fairly ftrole down to the Guard, and nod away 
the Night with my honeſt Lieutenant over a blaik of 
Wine, a Rakehelly Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 

Going off, Bil. mcets him. 

Biſ. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now (he's turn'd Dragoon, 

Bi. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel a- 
gain, ] defign to wait on you as far as taly, 

Dur. Then Ill travel into =. 

Biſ. Wales ! What Countrey's that? 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing 
as a High-Road. 


22 Bi,. 
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Biſ. Rather always in a High- road, cauſe you tra- 
vel all upon Hills ; — but be't as it will, I'll jog a- 
long with you. 

Dur. But we intend to fail to the Eaft- Indies. 

Biſ. Eaſt or Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight and 
light, and the fitter for ſailing. 

8 _ But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink 
ard, 

Biſ. Suppoſe I take thro' Germany, and drink har- 
der than you. 

Dur. Suppoſe I go to a Baudy- houſe. 

Biſ. Suppoſe I ſhew you the way. 

Dur. 'Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard 
with-me, and ſmoak a Pipe? 

Bi. Allons, Done! 

Dur. The Devil's in the Woman ; 
hang my ſelf. 

Biſ. There IH leave. you. 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wel- 
come. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, ¶ Car ches him by the Arm go- 
ing.] one word before we part. 

Dur. Let me go, Madam, — or I ſhall think that 
you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 

Biſ. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill Spirits to attend me; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh 
you to death - Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle 
me; [Hs frowns upon her.) Now a languiſhing Sigh ! 
(He groans.] Now run and take my Fan, —fafter. 
| He runs and takes it up.] Now play with it hand- 
ſomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay. He tears it all in pieces. 

B/. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Cap- 
tain, ſpare my Fan, and I'li Why, you rude, in- 
humane Monſter, don't you expect to pay for this? 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for that 
is the price ont. 

Ei/. Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 


ſuppoſe I 


Dur. 


„ es ed =» A $5 JTyYvV£&X 


ir, 


The Way to win him. 67 

Dur. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks a- 
gain. [ Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous, below my Concern. 

I muſt follow him however, to know if he can give 
me any News of Oriaza; [ Exit, 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings. 


Enter Mirabel Solus. 

Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over- heard you. 
Was not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing 
—— Mirabel? How did | plume my Hopes in a fair 
coming proſpect of a long Scene of Years? Life cour- 
ted me with all the Charms of Vigour, Youth, and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promiſed 
Joys, is more than Death, the manner too, by Vil- 
lains. —— -O my Oriana, this very moment might 
have bleſs'd me in thy Arms !—and my poor Boy, the 
innocent Boy! Con fuſion.— But huſh, they come: 
te muſt — ſtill No News of my Wine, Gen- 

men 


| Enter the four Bravoes. 

1 Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country-booby 
has loft himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't : 
true, Sir, you're a pleaſant Gentleman, but I ſuppoſe 
you underftand our Buſineſs. 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employ- 
ments; you, Sir, ace a Lawyer, I preſume, you a 
Phyſician, you a Scrivener, you a Stock-jobber.—o— 
All Cut-throats, I Gad. [Aſide. 

4 Bra. Sir, I am a Broken -Offi cer; I was ca- 
ſhier'd at the Head of the Army for a Coward : So 
I took up the Trade of Marder to retrieve the Repu- 
tation of my Courage. | 

3 Bra. I am a Soldier too, and wou'd ſerve my 
King, but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more 
honour than to fight in a bad Cauſe, 
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2. Bra. | was bred a Gentleman, and have no E- 
ſtate, but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, 
thro' the Prejudice of Education. 

1. Bra. I am a Ruffian too; by the Prejudice of 
Education, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, it 
your Wine had come, we might have triſled a little 
longer.——Come, Sir, which Sword will you fall by? 
mine, Sir? 


2. Bra. Or mine? draws, 
3. Bra. Or Mine? draws. 
4. Bra. Or Mine? dra tes. 
Mir. I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd 
thus! O' there's the Wine: = — this moment 


for [knocking.) my Lite or Death. 


Enter Oriana. 
Loſt, fcr ever loſt! —— Where's the Wine, Child? 
[ ſaintly, 
Ori. coming up, Sir. [Stamps.] | 


Enter Duretete with his Sword drawn, and ſox of 
the grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, 
the Ruffians drop their Swords, Oriana goes off. 

Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, 

Pleaſure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my 
own again, Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell 
you this Wine wou'd make me merry 2 Dear 
Captain, theſe Gentlemen are the beſt natur'd, face- 
tious, witty Creatures, that ever you knew. 


Enter LAMOTCE. 

Tam. Is the Wine come, Sir? 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come —— ſee 
there [ Pointing to the Soldiers. 12 Lady ſhip has got 
a very fine Ring upon your Finger. 

Lam. Sir, 'tis at your Service. 

Air. O ho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred 
Pound, thou'rt welcome home again, with all my 
Heart Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got 
the finelt built Watch there! Tompion's, I preſume. 

Lam, 
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Lam. Sir, you may wear It, 

Air. O, Madam, by no means, tis too much 
Rob you of all! | Taking ir ſrom her.] Good gear 
Time, thou'rt a precious thing. I'm glad I have re- 
triev'd thee. [ Putting it up.] What my Friends neg- 
lected all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my 
Complaiſance to the Lady, — How now——i1s it ci- 
vil to be fo out of humour at my Entertainment, and 
I ſo pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz'4 
at all this! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt know, 
Some Wine here. 


Enter Servant with Wine. 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Health. 
[ Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the Noſe, he roar-. 
But now, where, —where's my dear Dcltvercr, my 
Boy, my charming Boy? 

I Bra. | hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have 
diſpatch'd him. 

Mir. Villain, what fay'ſt thou? diſpatch'd ! II 
have ye all tortutr'd, rack'd, torn to pieces alive, if 
have touch'd my Boy. Here Page! Page! 

age! (Runs out. 

Dar, Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe 
Fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard 
will be very civil to us. 

Dur. Now for you, Madam ;— —He, he, he.—— 
I'm ſo pieas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Waoman before I die—— Well, Miſtreſs Szap- dragon, 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen is fo happy to 
call you Wife ? 

1 Bra. Sir, (he ſhou'd have been mine to Night, 
cauſe Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, (he's very 
true to us all four, 

Dar. Take em to Juſtice, [The Guards carry 

off rhe Bravocs. 
Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. 
Old M. Robin, Robin, where s Be? where's my 


Boy 2 — 
Pa. What 
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What, is this the Lady, a pretty Whore, faith !=— 
Heark'e Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to o- 
blige you with a Coach, I'll treat you with a Cart, 
indeed J will. 

Dug. Ay, Madam,—and you ſhall have a ſwing- 
ing Equipage, three or four thouſand Footmen at 
your Heels at leaſt. 

Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 

Biſ. Faugh ! the Monſter! 

Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, 
let me tell you. | 

Enter Mirabel. 

Old M. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man? 

Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the ſaver of my 
Life is loft. 6 

Old M. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 

Mir. But where is he? — [Enter Oriana.] Ha! 
1 and embraces her.) My dear Preſerver, what 

all I do to recompenſe your truft. Father, 
Friends, Gentlemen, behold the Youth that has re- 
liev'd me from the moſt ignominious Death, from the 
ſcandalous Pionards of theſe bloody Raffans, where 
to have falln, wou'd have defam'd my Memory 
with vile Reproach —— My Life, Eſtate, my all, is 
due to ſuch a Favour. Command me, Child, 
before you all, before my late, ſo kind indulgent 
Stars, I ſwear, to grant whate'er you ask. 

Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I 
will appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall de- 
mand but what was mine before the juſt Per- 
formance of your Contract to Oriana. 

[ Diſcovering her ſelf. 


Om. Oriana 
Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you a- 
broad, counterfeited that Letter that got me into 
our Service; and fo, by this ftrange turn of Fate, 
became the Inftrument of your Preſervation ; few 
common Servants wou'd have had ſuch cunning : 
My Love inſpir'd me with the meaning of your * 
age, 
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fage, cauſe my Concern for your Safety made me 
ſulpect your Company. 

Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 

Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, - - 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex | have de- 
ſpis'd, and broke thro' all Contrivance. Caught! 
No, tis my voluntary Act; this was no human Stra- 
tagem, but by my providential Stars, defign'd to 
ſhew the Dangers wandring Youth incurs by the put - 
ſuit of an untawful Love, to plunge. me headlong in 
the Snares of Vice, and then to free me by the Hands 
of Virtue; here on my Knees, I humbly beg my 
fair Preſerver's Pardon; my Thanks are needleſs, 
for my ſelf I owe. And now for ever do proteſt me 


ours. * 

F Old M. Tall, all di dall. [Sings.] Kiſs me Daugh- 
ter—— NO, you ſhall kiſs me fiſt; [To Lamorce.] 
For you're the caufe ont. Well, Biſarre, what ſay 
you to the Captain? 

Bi/. I like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't un- 
derſtand his Paces ſo well as to venture him in a 
ſtrange Road. 

Old M. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path that you 
can't ga wrong. 

Biſ. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur, There 'is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Huſband. Il cou'd marry thee to Day for the Pri- 
vilege of beating thee to morow. 

Old M. Come come, you may agree for all this: 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this? 

Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure 
your Son's Aﬀection to my Siſter, I wou'd double 
her Fortune. 

Mir. Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my 
Life, Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtu- 
ous ſelf. — Virtue, in this ſo advantagious Light, 
has her own ſparkling Charms, more tempting far 
than glittering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil 
Pointing to Lamorce.] that ſets this Brightneſs off, 
[To Oriana.] Here view the Pride [To Oriana.] and 

. & TIT Scandal! 
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ſcandal of the Sex. [To Lam. ] There [To Lam.] the 
falſe Meteor, whoſe deluding Light leads Mankind 
to Deſtruction. Here [To Oriana.] the bright ſhi- 
ning Star that guides to a Security of Happineſs, a 
Garden and a fingle She [To Oriana.] was our ſirſt 
Father's Bliſs; the Tempter [To Lam.] and to wan- 
der was his Curſe. 


DS HH dE 


What Liberty can be ſo tempting there, [To Lam, 
Ms @ ſoft, virtuous, am rous Bondage here ? [| To Otiana, 


The End of the fifth ACT. 


CME IEIN INIT IR EN 
SONG: By Mr. O---r.j ; 


| | 0 

Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 4 

| * 

W 

I. | * 

nce, Ccelia, tis not in our Power of 
To tell how long our Lives may laſt, W 
Begin to love this very Hour, * 
Tou vs loſt too much in what is paſt. t 
II. 

For ſince the pow'r we all obey, - 
Has in your Breaft my Heart conſin d, 1 
Let me my Body to it lay, : 4 
In vain you'd part what Nature join d. $ 
N 

7 
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EFILOGU E. 


Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; 


And ſpoken by Mr. Wilks. 


R O M Fletcher's great Original, to Day 
e took the Hint of this our Modern Play : 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, incanflant, free Gallant ; 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and will to rove, C 
With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
With little Truth,” but with a World of Love. 3 
Such Forms on Mgids in Morning- Slumbers wait, 2 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, | yet. | 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know not ), 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded way ; 
Let Viileroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's Danger ftill in Darkneſs and Surprixc ; 
Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 
Þrince Eugene found an Aquedudtt belotu. 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
A preſſing Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 
Whilſt the Reſpectſul, like the Greek, fits down, . 
And waſis a ten Year's Siege before one Town, 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for want of Love, uptraid. 
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Since 'tis 4 Secret, none ſhou'd e er confeſs, 


That they have loft the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 

If you ſuſpeft the Rogue — to re 

Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn d bim off « Week; 
As Princes, when they refly States-men doubs, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 
Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 
And much, even for Inconflancy be ſaid. 

Let the good Man for Marriage-Ritts deſigu d, 
With fiudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind. | 
Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary 
And, when he knows the worſt on't,=let him marr, 
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HENRT BRETT, Eſq; 


HE Commons of England have 4 Right: of Peti- 
tioning; and fince by your Place in rhe Senate 
you are oblig d to hear and redreſs the Subject, I pre- 
[ume upon the Privilege of the People, to give you the 
following Trouble. 

As Prologues introduce Plays on the Stage, ſo Dedica- 
cations uſher them into the great Theatre of the World; 
and as we chuſe ſome ſtanch Actor to addreſs the Au- 
dience, /o we pitch upon ſome Gentleman of undiſpu- 
ted Ingenuity to recommend us to the Reader. Boks, 
like Metals, require to be ſtampt with ſome valuable 
Effigies before they become popular and current. 

To eſcape the Criticks, I reſolv' d to take Sanctuary 
with one of the beſt; one who differs from the Frater- 
nity in this, That his good Nature 1s ever predominant, 
can diſcover an Auther's ſmalleſt Faults, and pardon the 
greateſt. | 

Your generous Approbation, Sir, has done this Play 
Service, but has injur d the Author; for it has made 
him inſufferably vain, and he thinks himſelf authorix d 
to fand up for the Merit of his Performance, when [0 
great a Maſter of Wit has declar'd in his Faveur. 

The Muſes are the moſt Coquetiſh of their Sex, fond 
of being admir'd, and always putting on their beſt Airs 
to the fineſt Gentleman: But alas, Sir! Their Addreſſes 
are ſtale, and their fine things but Repetition; for there 
it nothing new in Wit, but what is found in your own 
Converſation. 

Cou'd I write by the help of Study, as you talk with- 
out it, I wou'd venture to ſay ſomething in the uſual 
Strain of Dedication; but as you have too much Wit to 
ſuffer it, and I too little to undertake it, I hope the 
World will excuſe my Deficiency, and you will pardon 
tbe Preſumption of, 


December Your moſt Oblig'd, and 
23, 1702. moſt humble Servant, 


[are S. Farxqunas, 
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PREFACE. 


HE Succeſs and Countenance that Debauchery 
has met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and 
reaſonable Charge againſt their Authors in Mr. Collier's 
Short View ; and indeed this Gentleman had done the 
Drama conſiderable Service, had he arraign'd the 
Stage only to puniſh its Miſdemeanours, and not to 
take away its Life; but there is an Advantage to be 
made ſometimes of the Advice of an Enemy, and 
the only way to diſappoint his Defigns, is to im- 
prove upon his Invective, and to make the Stage 
flouriſh, by the virtue of that Satyr by which he 
thought to ſuppreſs it. 

I have therefore in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, 
that an Engliſh Comedy may anſwer the ſtri ctneſs of 
Poetical Juſtice : but indeed the greater Share of the 
Engliſh Audience, I mean that part which is no far- 
ther read than in Plays of their own Language, have 
imbib'd other Principles, and ftand up as vig orouſ- 
ly for the old Poetick Licence, as they do for 
the Liberty of the Subject. They take all Innova- 
tions for Grievances; and let a Project be never ſo 
well laid for their Advantage, yet the Undertaker is 
very likely to ſuffer by't. A Play without a Beau, 
Cully, Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entert:in- 
ment to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner w:.u'd 
be without Beef and Pudding, And this I take to be 
one Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
Rua of this Play, I thought indeed to have — 
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the ſplenetick Zeal of the City, by making a Gentle- 
man a Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance— 
A IVhoremaſter ; but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fra- 
ternity has told me fince, that the Citizens were ne- 
yer more diſappointed in any Entertainment; for 
(ſaid he) however pious we may appear to be at 
home, yet we never go to that end of the Town bur 
with an Intention to be lewd. 

There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it 
appear d, by ſome Perſons who thought it their In- 
tereſt to have it ſuppreſs'd. The Ladies were frigh'- 
ed from ſeeing it, by formidable Stories of a Mid- 
wife, and were told, no doubt, tlrat they muſt ex- 
pect no leſs than a Labour upon the Stage; but I hope 
the examining into that Aſperſion will be enough to 
wide it off, fince the Character of the Midwife is on- 
ly ſo far touch'd as is neceſſary for carrying on the 
Plot, ſhe being principally decipher'd in her procu- 
ring Capacity; and I dare not affront the Ladies ſo 
far, as to imagine they cou'd be offended at the ex- 
poſing of a Bawd. 

Some Criticks complain, that the Deſign is defe- 
ive for want of Celia's Appearance in the Scene; 
but I had rather they ſhould find this Fault, than I 
forfeit my Regard to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of 
Figure under a Misfortune; for which Reaſon I made 
her only Nominal, and choſe to expoſe the Perſon 
that injur'd her ; and if the Ladies don't agree that 
| 14 done her Juſtice in the end, I'm very ſorry 

rt, 

Some People are apt to ſay, That the CharaRer of 
Richmore points at a particular Perſon ; tho' I muſt 
confeſs, | ſee nothing but what is very general in 
his Character, except his marrying his own Miſtreſs; 
which by the way he never did, for he was no ſoon- 
er off the Stage, but he chang'd his mind, and the 
poor Lady is ftill in Starz Quo: But upon the whole 
Matter, 'tis Application only makes the Aſs; and 


Characters in Plays, are like Zong-lane ar: not 
ung 
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Quality and Parts, that the Play has Merit enough 
to hide more Faults than have been found; and | 


think their Approbation ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride T 
that may be incident to the Author upon this Perfor. ehe 
mance. into 


| muſt own my ſelf oblig'd to Mr. Longueville for fes“ 
ſome Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of WH = 
the Lawyer; but above all for his hint of the Twins, io! 
upon which I form'd my Plot: But having paid him Hias 
all due Satis faction and Acknowledgment, I muſt do cher 
my ſelf the Juſtice to believe, that few of our mo- 
dern Writers have been leſs beholden to foreign Af. chat 
ſiſtance in their Plays, than I have been in the fol- eus 
lowing Scenes. this 


PR O- 


PREFACE. 


hung out for the Uſe of any particular People, but to 
de bought by only thoſe they happen to fit. 

The moſt material Objection againſt this Play is 
he Importance of the Subject, which neceſſarily leads 
into Sentiments too grave for Diverſion, and ſuppo- 
e for Nes Vices too great for Comedy to puniſh, Tis ſaid, 
18 of i muſt own, that the Bufineſs of Comedy is chiefly 
wins, io ridicule Folly, and that the Puniſhment of Vice 
him falls rather into the Province of Tragedy; but if 
ſt 44 there be a middle fort of Wickedneſs, too high for the 
mo- Sock, and too low for the Bu/kin, is there any Reaſon 
A- chat it ſhou'd go unpuniſh'd? What are more obnoxi- 
fol- Nous to humane Society, than the Villanies expos'd in 

this Play ; the Frauds, Plots, and Contrivances upon 
the Fortunes of Men, and the Virtue of Women ? 
but che Perſons are too mean for Heroick; then what 
muſt we do with them? Why, they mutt of neceſſi- 
ty drop into Comedy: For it is unreaſonable to ima- 
gine that the Law-givers in Poetry wou'd tie them- 
ſelves up from executing that Juſtice which is the 
Foundation of their Conſtitution; or to ſay, that ex- 
poſing Vice is the Buſineſs of the Drama, and yet 
make Rules to ſcreen it from Perſecution. 

Some have aſk'd the Queſtion, Why the Elder 
Wou'dbe, in the Fourth AR, ſhou'd counterfeit Mad- 
neſs in his Confinement ; don't miſtake, there was 
no ſuch thing in his Head; and the Judicious cou'd 
eafily perceive, that it was only a ſtart of Humour 
put on to divert his Melancholy; and when Gaiety is 
ſtrain'd to cover Misfortune, it may very naturally 
be overdone, and riſe to a Semblance of Madneſs, 
ſumcient to impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps 
on ſome of the Audience; who taking every thing 
at ſight, impute that as a Fault, which I am bold to 
ſtand up for, as one of the moſt Maſterly ſtrokes of 
tie whole Piece. 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections 

). [ have heard made; but there was no great Occafi- 

on for making this Defence, having had the Opinion 
of ſome of the greateſt Perſons in Eaglaud, both for 
Quality 
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PROLOGUE; By Mr. Motte ur. 


Spoken by Mr. VI L XS. 
An ALARM ſounded. 


V 7 ITH Drums and Trumpets in this Warring At, . 
A Martial Prologue ſhou'd Alarm the Stage. 
New Plays —t'er Acted, a full Audience near, 
Seem Towns inveſted, when a Siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a Forelorn- Hope ſent out 
Before the Play, to Skirmiſh and to Scout : 
Our dreadful Fuss, the Criticks, when they ſpy, 
They cock, they charge, they fre, then back they fly. 
The Siege is laid there gallant Chiefs abound, 
Here-- Foes intrench d, there—; littering Troops around, 
And the loud Bat ries roar---from yonder riſing Ground. 
In the Firſt Act, briſt Sallies, mig or hit) 5 


With Vollies of Small- Shot, or Snip ſnap Wit, 
Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 

The next—the Fire continues, but at. length 
Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a Bridegroom's Strength, 
The Third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, 
Taur Critick Engineers ſafe under ground, 

Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound. 

The Fourth brings on moſt Action, and tis ſharp, 
Freſh Foes crowd on, at your Remiſſneſs carp, 

And deſp'rate, tho" unſkill d, inſult our Counter (carp. 
Then comes the laſt; the. Gen ral Storm is near, 
The Poet- Governor now quakes. for fear ; 

Runs wildly up and down, forgets to huff, 

And won'd give all bes plunder d-=to get off. 


$8 


PROLOGUE. 


„Don and Monſieur—3luff, before the Siege, 

Were quickly tam d—-at Venlo, and at Leige: 
"Twas Viva Spagnia! Vive France! before ; 

Now, Quartier: Monfieur! Quartier! Ah! Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſtand, 

Yow maſter all, and awe the Sea and Land. 

In War-=your Valour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 

Your Judgment bumbles all Attempts in Wit. 

What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 
All fierce Aſſaults, and always be ſecure! 

Then grant em gen rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since nu — that ſeems as deſp rate as to fight : 

If we muſt yield——yet e er the Day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the Third and, if we may, the Sixth, 
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ME N. 


Elder ond be, Mr. Wilks. 
Young Won dbe, Mr. Cil ber. 
Richmore, Mr. Huſband. 
Trueman, Mr. Mills. 
Subileman, Mr. Pinter hm 
Balderdaſh : 

and 0 Mr. Johnſon. 
Alderman, 
Clear- Account, a Steward Mr. Fairbank. 
Fair-bank, a Goldſmith, Mr. Minns. 
Teague, 5 Mr. Bowes. 

WOMEN. 

Conflance, Mrs. Rogers. 
Aurelia, Mrs. Hook. 
Mandrake, Mr. Bullock, 
Steward's Wife, | Mrs. Moor. 
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A-C#F: 4 
SCENE, Lodgings- 


The Curtain drawn up, diſcovers Young Wou'dbe 4 
dreſſing, and his Valet buckling his Shoes. 


— | \ with buckling Shoes, gartering, comb- 
ing, and powdering, —Pfhaw ! ceaſe 
yl thy Impertinence, I'll dreſs no more to 
9 Day. Were I an honeſt Brute, that 
riſes from his Litter, ſhakes himſelf, and 


d is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. 


ERE is ſuch a Plague every Morning, 


Enter Richmore. 
Rich. No farther yet, Wowu'dbe! 'Tis almoſt One. 


. 
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Y.W. Then blame the Clock-makers, they mad: 
it ſo; the Sun has neither Fore nor Afternoon. 
Prithee, what have we to do with Time? Can't we ln 
it alone as Nature made it? Can't a Man eat when bet 
hungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſe when he 
wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the Confine 
ment of Hours to enſlave him? 

Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſn 
Los have lot your Money laſt Night. 

V. . No, no, Fortune took care of me thete= 
I had none to loſe. 

Rich. Tis that gives you the Spleen. 

V. W. Yes, I have got the Spleen; and ſomething 
elſe Heark' e — 

Rich. How ! [ Whiſper, 

V. . Pofitively. The Lady's kind Reception 
was the moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met me—Sha'n! 
I break her Window Richmore ? 

Rich. A mighty Revenge truly: Let me tell you, 
Friend, That breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſe 
are no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, 3 
they do in Holland—Vin te koop. "Tis no more tha 
a Buſh to the Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to 
draw in Cuſtomers; but upon the whole matter, | 
think, a Gentleman ſhou'd put up an Affront got i 
ſuch little Company; for the Pleaſare, the Pain, and 
the Reſentment, are all alike ſcandalous. 

V. W. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found 
you one Morning with the Flying-Poſt in your hand, 
hunting for Phyſical Advertiſements. 

Rich, That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, 
in the Days of dirty Linen, Pit-Maſks, Hedge- 
Taverns, and Beef-Steaks: but now I fly at noble 
Game, the Ring, the Court, Pawlet's and the Part 
I deſpiſe all Women that I apprehend any Danger 
from, leſs than the having my Throat cut; and ſhoul 
ſcruple to converſe even with a Lady of Fortune 
unleſs her Virtue were loud enough to give me Pride 
in expoſing it Here's a Letter I receiv'd th! 
Morning; you may read it, - [ Gives a 2 

= 
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made 

— Y. IW. [ Reads.) 

ve le there be Solemnity in Proteſlation, Yuſtlice in Hea- 
I het F ven, or Fidelity in Earth, I may ſtill depend on the 
n be Faith of my Richmore Tho" I may conceal my 
fine: Lowe, I no longer can hide the Effetts ont from the 


World Be careſul of my Honour, remember your 
Vows, and fly to the Relief of the Diſconſolate Fs 
; ella. 


The Fair, the Courted, Blooming Clelia ? 

Rich. The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Clelia. 
Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue 
Lard, Sir, | am near my Time, and want your Aſ- 
filtance — Does the filly Creature imagine that any 
21/per Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Circumſtances, 
epiion unless it were Doctor Chamberlain Lou may keep 
>ha ntl the Letter. 

Y. V. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
| you, know | can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
louſe Rich, For that reaſon I communicate it: I know 
or, a thou art a perfect Gazette, and will ſpread the News 
e thai all over the Town: For you muſt underſtand that J 
and u am now beſieging another; and I would have the 
trer, I Fame of my Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the 
got in Town my ſurrender the ſooner. 

n, and Y. W. But if the Report of your Cruelty goes a- 
long with that of your Valour, you'll find no Gari- 
founi WY fon of any Strength will open their Gates to you. 
hand, Rich, No, no, Women are Crowds, the Terror 
prevails upon them more than Clemency: My beft 
Friend Wl Pretence to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing 
Jedge-WF em ill; Tis turning their own Guns upon em, and 
noblet | have always found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to 
Part. aſſail one Reputation by ſacrificing another. 
Dange! V. W. I cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did 1 
| (hou UF not envy thee for thy Succeſs in't. 
ortune Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure. 
e Pride V. W. How can I? This confounded Hump of 
v'd tua mine is ſuch a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me 
down here in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Covent-Gar- 


Q den, 


iciſn 


ere 


ething 


Letter. 
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den, the low Suburbs of Pleaſure—Curſt Fortune 
I am a N unger Brother, and yet cruelly depriy'd of 
my Birth- rig of 2 handſome Perſon; ſeven thou- 
ſand a Year in a direct Line, wou d have ſtraiten'd my 
Back to ſome purpoſe But I look, in my preſent 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, gratt- 
ed only upon the Stock, which makes me grow ſo 
crooked. -. 

Rich, Come, come, tis no Misfortune, your F- 
ther 1s ſo as well as you. 

Y. W. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well 
as he? Had I the ſame Title to the Deformity [ 
cou'd bear it. 

Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your Twin Brother? 

Y. W. My Twin- Brother! Ay, twas his crouding 
me that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half an 
Hour before me that ruin'd my Fortunc=—My Fa- 
ther expell'd me his Houſe ſome two years ago, be- 
cauſe I would have perſuaded him that my Twin- 
Brother was a Baſtard —— He gave me my Portion, 
which was about fifteen hundred Pound, and I have 
ſpent two thouſand of it already. As for my Bro- 
ther, he don't care a Farthing for me. 

Rich. Why ſo, pray? 

v. V. A very odd Reaſor—— Becauſe I hate him. 
Rich. How ſhould he know that ? 

Y. W. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


ſo. 
Rich. But did your Actions ever expreſs any Ma- 
lice to him ? 

Y. W. Yes: I wou'd fain have kept him company; 
but being aware of my Kindnels, he went abroad : 
He has travel'd theſe five Years, and | am told, is 1 
grave, ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a great 
while; all my hope is, that when he gets into his 
Honour and Eftate, the Nobility will ſoon kill him, 
by drinking him up to his Dignity. -——-But come, 
Frank, | have but two Eye-ſores in the World, 2 


Brother before me, and a Hump behind me, — 
then 


* 
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thou art ſtill laying em in my way: Let us aſſume 
an Argument of leſs ſeverity—=Can'ſt thou bend me 
a Brace of hundred Pounds? 

Rich. What wou'd you do with 'um ? 

v. W. Do with um — There's a Queſtion indeed: 
Do you think I wou'd eat um. 

Rich. Yes, © my troth wou'd you, and drink um 
together.,[ook'e, Mr. Wou'dbe, whilſt you kept 
well with your Father, I cou'd have ventur'd to have 
lent you five Guincas. hut as the caſe ſtands, I 
can aſſure you, I have lately paid off my Siſter's For- 


V. W. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Aﬀeont, when 
you know I don't uſe to give ſuch things. 

Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Affront, when 
you know | don't uſe to give ſuch things, 

Y. W. Sir, I'll pawn my Honour. 

Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it is 
worth ; you had better pawn your Sword there, 'twill 
bring you forty Shillings. 

Y. W sdeath, Sir—| Takes his Sword off the Table 

Rich. Hold, Mr. Wou'dbe, — ſuppoſe I put an end 
to your Mistortunes all at once. : 

Y. W. How, Sir? 

Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you 
wou'd have roby'd me of Two hundred Pounds... 
Look'e, Sir, you have been often told, that your 
Extravagance wou'd ſome time or other be the ruin 
of you; and it will go a great way in your Indict- 
ment, to have turn'd the Pad upon your Friend. - 

V. A. This Ulage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whoſe Company | have ſpent my Fortune. 

Rich, I'm therefore a Witneſs, that it was very 
ill ſpent Why wou'd you keep Company, be at 
equal Expences with me that have fifty times your 
Eſtate? What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality 
in you; mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay 


for't; your's a Diſeaſe, becauſe I cou'd not. 


Y.W, And is this all I muſt expect from our Friend- 


ſtip ? 


Rich, 
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Rich. Friendſhip! Sir, there can be no fuch thing 
without an Equality. 

V. V. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when 
there is occaſion for't. 

Rich, Right, Sir, — our Friendſhip was over 1 
Bottle only.; and whilſt you can pay your Club of 
Friendſhip, I'm that way your humble Servant ; but 
when once you come borrowing, I'm this way 
your humble Servant. Exit. 

V. W. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain ! I have 
been twice his Second, thrice ſick of the ſame Love, 
and thrice cur'd by the fame Phyſick, and now he 
drops me for a Trifle. — That an honeſt Fellow in 
his Cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a Rogue when he's ſober ! 
.— The narrow-hearted Raſcal has been drinking 
Coffee this Morning. Well, thou dear folitary Halt. 
Crown, adieu! — Here, Jack, [ Enter Servant.] take 
this, pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid Palder da 
bring it himſelf. [Exit Servant.] How melanchoy 
are my poor Breeches; not one Chink Thou 
art a villainous Hand, for thou haſt pickt my Pocket. 
This Vintner now has all the Marks of an ho- 
neſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, a firit- 
ting Belly, and a jolly Mein. I have brought him 
above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſuc- 
ceſſively. The Rogue has Money, I'm ſure, if be 
will but lend it. | 


Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glaſs. 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſh, good Morrow, 

Bald. Noble Mr. Wos dbe, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant. I have brought you a Whetting- Glaſs, 
the beſt Old- Hock in Europe; I know 'tis your Drink 
in a Morning. 

V. W. II pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſb. 

Bald. .Your Health, Sir. [ Drinks, 

Y. W. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſh, tell me one thing, but 
be fit down Now tell me plainly what you think 
«of me: 


Bald, 
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Bald. Think of you, Sir! I think that you are the 
honeſteſt, Nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs 
of Wine; and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came in- 
to my Houſe. 

v. . And you really think as you ſpeak. 

Bald. May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom of my Heart 

Y. W. And how much Money do you think I have 
ſpent in your Houle ? 

Bald. Why truly, Sir, by a moderate Computa- 
tion, I do believe, that I have handled of your Mo- 
ney the beſt part of Five hundred Pounds withia 
theſe two years. 

Y. W. Very well! And do you think that you lie 
under any Obligation for the Trade I have promo- 
ted to your Advantage ? 

Bald. Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any re- 
ſpect, pray command me to the utmoſt of my Abi+ 
lity. 

Y. V. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is ſtill ſame. 
honeſty in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you. 
and your Kindneſs: I am at preſent a little low in 
Caſh, and muſt beg you to lend me a hundred Pieces. 

Bald. Why truly, Mr. Wan dbe, I was afraid it 
would come to this; I have had it in my Head ſe- 
veral times to caution you upon your Expences: but. 
you were ſo very genteel in my Houſe, and your 
Liberality became you ſo very well, that I was un- 
willing to ſay any thing that might check your Diſ- 
poſition ; but truly, Sir, I can forbear no longer to tell 
you, that you have been 2 little too extravagant. 

V. N. But fince you reap'd the Benefit of my Ex- 
travagance, you will I hope, conſider my Neceſſity. 

Bald. Confider your Neceſlity ! I do with all my 
Heart, and muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be 

no longer acceſſary to it: I defire you, Sir, to fre- 
quent my Houſe no more. 

Y. W. How, Sir! 

Bald. I ſay, Sir, that I have an Honour for my 
good Lord your Father, and will not ſuffer his Son 
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to run into any Inconvenience: Sir, I ſhall order my 
Drawers not to ferve you with a drop of Wine. 
Wou'd you have me connive at a Gentleman's De- 
ſtruction. 

Y. W. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your 
nice Conſcience. ſhould have caution'd me before. 

Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs : Wou'd 
you have me be ſawcy to a Gentleman that was my 
bett Cuſtomer ? Lackaday, Sir, bad you Money to 
hold it out ſtill, | had been hang'd rather than be 
rude to you But truly, Sir, when a Man is ru- 
in'd, 'tis but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him of it, 

V. . Will you lend me the Money, Sir? 

Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir? 

Y. u. Lend me the hundred Pound, and I'll pay 
the B:!l 

Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will not lend the Hun- 
dred Pound, Sir, But pray confider with your 
ſelf, now, Sir; wou'd not you think me an errant 
Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon with Money that has al- 
ways been ſo extravagant under my Eye ? whoſe Pro- 
fuſeneſs I have ſeen, I have felt, I have handled? 
Have not I known you, Sir, throw away ten Pound 
of a Night upon a Covey of Pit-Patiidges, and a Set- 
ting-Dog ? Sir, you have made my Houſe an ill 
Houſe: my very Chairs will bear you no Jlonger.-— 
In ſhort, Sir, I defire you to frequent the Crows no 
more, Sir, 

Y. W. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity; have! 
fatned your Carcaſs, and ſwelld your Bags with my 
vital Blood? Have l made you my Companion to be 
thus ſawcy to me? But now I will keep you at your 
due Diſtance. [ Kicks him, 

Ser. Welcome, Sir! 

Y. Well ſaid, Jack. 


[ Kicks him again, 


Ser, Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall have 
your Company another time. Welcome, Sir, 

[ He's kick'd off. 

V. W. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give 

[Exit Servant. ] 

This 


him a welcome at the Door too, 
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This is the Puniſhment of Hell; the very Devil that 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime. 
base villinouſly murder'd my Fortune, and 
now iis Ghoſt, in the lank ſhape of Poverty, haunts 
me: Is there no Charm to conjure down the Fiend? 


© Re-enter Servant. 

Ser. Oh Sir, here's ſad News. 

v. W. Then keep it to thy ſelf, I have enough of 
that already. 

Ser. Sir, you will hear it too ſoon. 

Y. W. What! is Broad below ? 

Ser. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as he were 
hang'd. Sir, your Father's dead. | 

V. W. My Father '—-Good night, my Lord; has 
he left me any thing? 

Ser. I heard nothing of that, Sir. 

V. W. Then | believe you heard all there was of 
it; let me ſee, —— My Father dead! and my elder 
Brother abroad! —— [If Neceſſity be the Mother of 
Invention, ſhe was never more pregnant than with 
me. [Pauſes.] Here, Sirrah, run to Mrs. Mandrake, 
and bid her come hither preſently. [Exit Servan',}] 
That Woman was my Mother's Midwife when I was 
born, and has been my Bawd theſe ten Years. I have 
had her Endeavours to corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs ; 
and now her Aſſiſtance will be neceſſary to cheat him 
of his Eſtate; for ſhe's famous for underitanding the 
right-ſide of a Woman, and the wrong-lide ot the 
Law, [ Exit, 


SCENE changes to Mandrake's Houſe. 


Mandrake azd Maid, 

Man. Who is there ? 

Maid, Madam, 

Man. Has any Meſſage been left for me to day? 

Maid. Yes, Madam; here has been one from my 
Lady Stilborn, that defir'd you not to be out of the 
way, for the expected to cry out every Minute. 

Q 4 Man. 
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Man, How ! every minute Let me ſe 
[Takes out her Poctet- book.] Stilborn ——= A y=——ſhe 
reckons with her Huſband from the firſt of April; 
and with Sir James, from the firſt of March. — Ay, 
ſhe's always a Month before her time. { Knocking ar 
the Door.) Go ſee who's at the Door... 

Maid, Yes, Madam. [Exit Maid. 

Man. Well! certainly there is not a Woman in 
the World ſo willing to oblige Mankind as my ſelf; 
and really I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of tweive, 
as | can remember. have deliver'd as many Wo- 
men of great Bellies, and helped as many to um as 
any Perſon in England; but my Watching and Cates 
have broken me quite, I am not the ſame Woman! 
was forty years ago. 


| Enter Richmore. 
Oh, Mr. Richmore/ you're a ſad Man, a barbarous 
Man, ſo you are —— What will become of poor Cle- 
lia, Mr. Richmore? The poor Creature is ſo big with 
her Misfortunes, that they are not to be born. 
[ Weeps, 

Rich. You, Mrs. Mandrake, are the fitteſt Perſon 
in the World to eaſe her of um. 

Man. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore? 

Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it; for I have 
ſworn fince, to marry another. 

Man. And will you break your Vows to Clelia ? 

Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke hers to me ? 

Man. How's that, Sir? 

Rich. Why, the fwore a hundred times never to 
grant me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke 
her Word. 

Man. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the 
reaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. 

Rich. And love Mr. Richmore, and that is the rea- 
ſon J forgot mine Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that 
I follow her own Example, by doing the very ſame 
thing from the very ſame Motive? 


Mai. 
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Man. Well, well! take my word, you'll never 
thrive. [ wonder how you can have the Face to 
come near me, that am the witneſs of your horrid 
Oaths and Imprecations! Are not you afraid that the 
guilty Chamber above-ſtairs ſhou'd fall down upon 
your Head ?——Yes, yes, I was acceſſary, I was ſo? 


aid, but if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Villainy 
$4, the ſecond time. —— Ah poor Clelia! | lov'd her as 
elf ; did my own Daughter — ou ſeducing Man 

IVC, [Weeps. 
Vo- Rich. Hey, ho, my Aurelia. 

"00 Man. Hey, ho, ſhe's very pretty. 

ares Rich. Doſt thou know her, my Dear Mandrake? 
an | Man. Hey, ho, ſhe's very pretty..—Ah, you're a 


fad Man.——Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, 
Breeding, Pukeing, and Longing, has broken her 
much.——'Tis a hard caſe, Mr. Richmore, for a young 


rous Lady to ſee a thouſand things, and long for a thou- 
Cle- ſand things, and yet not dare to own that ſhe longs 
vith for one. — She had like to have miſcarried rother 


h Day for the Pith of a Loin of Veal.— Ah, you bar- 
eps. barous Man! 


rſon Rich, Bur, my Aurelia! confirm me that you know 
her, and I'll adore the. 
0? Man. You would fling five hundred Guineas at my 


axe Head, that you knew as much of her as | do: Why, 
Sir, | brought her into the World; I have had her 
a? ſprawling in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a 
e? Puffin, Sir. 
Rich. I think ſhe has no great Portion to value her 
r tO ſelf upon; her Reputation only will keep up the 
roxe Market: We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying 
it down, and then ſhe'll part with it at an eaſie rate. 
s the Man. But won't you provide for poor Clelia. 
Rich, Provide! Why ha'n't I taught her a Trade? 
rea- Let her ſet up when ſhe will, I'll engage her Cuſto- 


mers enough, becauſe I can anſwer for the goodneſs 
ame Jof the Ware. | 
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Man. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Cre. 
dit, and take a Shop; that is, get her a Huſband 
Have you no pretty Gentleman your Relation now, 
that wants a young virtuous Lady with a handſome 
Fortune? No young Templer that has ſpent his Estate 
in the Study of the Law, and ſtarves by the Practice? 
No ſpruce Officer that wants a handſom Wife to make 
Court for him among the Major - Generals? Haye 
you none of theſe, Sir? 

Rich. Pho, pho, Madam=—you have tir'd me up- 
on that Sunjet. Do you think a Lady that gave me 
ſo much trouble before Poſſeſſion ſhall ever give me 
any after it.——No, no, had ſhe been more obliging 
to me when I was in her Power, | ſhou'd be more 
civil to her now ſhe's in mine: My Aſſiduity before 
hand was an over-price; had the made a Metit of 
the matter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. 

Man. Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to 
her Honour, yet you ſhall protect mine: How dye 
think I have ſecur'd my Reputation ſo long among 
the People of beft Figure, but by keeping all Mouths 
ſtopt? Sir, I'll have no Clamours at me. —— Heavens 
help me, I have Clamours enough at my door early 
and late in my tother Capacity: In ſhort, Sir, a Hub 
band for Clelia, or I baniſh you my Preſence for e- 
ver. 

Rich. Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
thee. | [ 4ſede, 

Man, Look'e, Sir, tis your own Advantage; ts 
only making over your Eſtate into the Hands of 1 
Truſtee; and tho' you don't abfolutely command the 
Premiffes, yet you may exact enough out of un 
for Neceſſaries, when you wil. 

Rich. Patience a little Madam! ——T have a young 
Nephew that is à Captain of Horſe: He mortgzg d 
the laſt morſe] of his Eſtate to me, to make up his 
Equipage for the laſt Campain. Perhaps you know 
him; he's a brick Fello” about Court, Cap: 
tain Truman, s 


Man, 
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Man. Trueman! Adſmylife, he's one of my Babies ; 
— [ can tell you the very minute he was bor 
preciſely at three a Clock next St. George's Day, True- 
man will be two and twenty; a Stripling, the pret- 
tieſt good natur'd Child, and your Nephew ! He muſt 
be the Man; and shall be the Man; I have a kind- 


neſs for him. 


Rich. But we muſt have a care; the Fellow wants 


neither Senſe nor Coutage. 


Man. Phu, phu, never fear her part, ſhe ſha'n't 
want Inſtructions; and then for her Lying in a lit- 
tle abruptly, tis my Bulineſs to reconcile Matters 
there, a Fright or a Fall excuſes that: Lard, Sir, I 


do theſe things every Day. 


Rich. Tis pity then to put you out of your Road; 
and Clelia ſhall have a Huſband. 
Man. Spoke like a Man of Honour. And now 


I'll ſerve you again. 


This Aurelia, you lay 


Rich. O (he diſtracts me! Her Beauty, Family, 
and Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure. 
Man. And you have a mind, for that reaſon, to 


get her a Huſband. 


Rich. Ves, faith: I have another young Relation 
at Cambridge, he's juſt going into Orders; and | think 
ſuch a fine Woman, with fifteen hundred Pound, 3 
a better Preſentation than any living in my Gift; and 
why ſhuu'd he like the Cure the worſe, that an In- 


cumbent was there before ? 


Man. Thou art a pretty Fellow 


At theſame 


Moment you wou'd perſuade me that you love 2 


Woman to Madneſs, are 
with her? 


you contriving how to part : 


Rich. If I lav'd her not to Madneſs, I ſhon'd not 
run into theſe Contradictions —= Here, my dear Mo- 
ther, Aurelia's the Word - 


(Offering ker Money, 


Man. Pardon me, Sir; [Reg the Money. Did 
you ever know me mercenary———No, no, Sir; Vir- 
tue is its own Reward. 

Rich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the Teeth 
Powder you ſent me, | 


28 


Aan. 
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Man. O, that's another matter, Sir; [Takes the 
Money.] I hope you like it, Sir? 

Rich. Extremely, Madam; but it was ſomewhat 
dear of twenty Guineas. 


| Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam. here is Mr. Wou'dbe's Footman below 
with a Meſſage from his Maſter. 

Man. I come to him preſently; Do you know 
that Won abe loves Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, 
Mrs. Conſtance with the great Fortune, and that J ſo- 
licit for him? 

Rich. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his Elder Brother: 
Beſides, Young Wou'dbe has no Money to proſecme 
an Affair of ſuch Conſequence — Y ou can have no 
hopes of Succeſs there, I'm ſure. 

Man. Truly, I have no great hopes; but an in- 
duſtrious Body you know, wou'd do any thing rather 
than be idle: The Aunt is very near her time, and l 
have acceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. 

Rich. Now [I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter 
from Wou'dbe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be 
proper to our Deſigns upon Trueman, that it ſhou'd 
not be expos'd. 

Man. And you ſhew'd Clelia's Letter to Wou'dbe 7 

Rich, Yes. | 

Man, Eh, you barbarous Man Who the De- 
vil wou'd oblige you What Pleaſure can you 
take in expoſing the poor Creature? Dear little Child, 
tis pity, indeed it is. 

Rich. Madam, the Meſſenger waits below; ſo I'll 
take my leave. | Exit. 

Man. Ah, you're a ſad Man. Exit. 


The End of the firſt ACT. 


ACT 


the 
hat 
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ACT II. 
SCENE, The Park. 


Conſtance and Aurelia, 


Aur. Rrithee, Couſin Conſtance, be chearful ; let 

the dead Lord fleep in Peace, and look up 
to the living; take Pen, Ink, and Paper, and write 
immediately to your Lover, that he is now a Baron 
of England, and you long to be a Baroneſs. 

Con. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to 
the Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear 
the Son; beſides, I don't know how, I cou'd with 
my young Lord were at home in this Juncture: This 
Brother of his-——Some Miſchief will happen ——T 
had a very ugly Dream laſt Night——l[n ſhort, I am 
eaten up with the Spleen, my Dear. 

Aur. Come, come, walk about and divert it; the 
Air will do you good; think of other People's Af- 
fairs a little——When did you ſee Clelia ? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don't you ob- 
ſerve her Gayety to be much more forc'd than for- 
merly, her Humour don't ſit ſo eaſy upon her. 

Aur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Con. Did you obſerve how ſhe devour'd the Pome- 
granates Yeſterday. 

* She talks of vifiting a Relation in Teiceſter- 
ire. 

Con. She fainted away in the Countrey-Dance 
other Night. ; 

Aur. Richmore ſhun'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 

Cone And his Footman laugh d. 


Aur. 
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Aur. She takes Laudanum to make her fleep a 
Nights. 

Con. Ah, poor Clelia ! What ſhall we do, Couſin? 
t Aur. Do! Why nothing till the nine Months he up, 

Con, That's cruel, Aurelia, how. can you make 
metry with her Misfortunes? I am poſitive ſhe was 
no eaſy Conqueſt; ſome ſingular Villainy has been 
practis'd upon her. 

Aur. Les, yes, the Fellow would be practiſing up- 
on me too, I thank him. . 

Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a promiſing 
Perſon. 

Aur. Nay for that matter, his promiſing Perſon 
may as ſoon be broke as his promiſing Vows : Na- 
ture indeed has made him a Giant, and he wars wit 
Heaven like the Giants of old. 

Con Then why will you admit his Viſits ? 

Aur. I never did— But all the Servants are more 
his than our own: He has a Golden Key to every 
Door in the Houſe ; beſides, he makes my Unkle 
believe that his Intentions are honourable ; and 1n- 
deed he has ſaid nothing yet to diſprove it.—— gut, 
Couſin, do you ſee who comes yonder, fliding along 
the Mall? 

Con. Captain Trueman , I proteſt ; the Campaign 
has improv'd him, he makes a very clean well fur- 
niſh'd Figure. 

Aur. Youthful, eaſy, and good natur'd, I could 
- Wiſh he would know us. 

Con. Are you ſure he's well-bred ? 

Aur. | tell you he's good-natur'd, and I take good 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Deſire to be ea- 
fy and agreeable to whatever Converlation we fall 
into; and a Porter with this is mannerly in his way; 
and a Duke without it, has but the Breeding of a 
Dancing-Maſter. 

KY. | like him for his Affection to my young 
ord. 

Aur. And I like kim for his Affection to my young 
Perſon, — — — 


C93, 
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Con. How, how, Couſin? You never told me 
that. 

Aur. How ſhou'd I? He never told it me, but I 
have diſcover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, 
that are better SE@urity tor his Heart than ten thou» 
ſundVows and Fromiles. 

Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too—— He's a 
pretty Fellow But then he's a Soldier, and muſt 
ſhire his time with his Miſtteſs, Honour, in Flanders 
— No, no, I'm reſolv'd againſt a Man that diſap- 
pears all the Summer like a Woodcock, 

[As theſe Words are ſpoten, Trueman enters behind 

them, as paſſing over the Stage. 

True. That's for me, whoever ſpoke it, 

[ The Ladies turn about; Aurelia ſurpriz'd. 

Con. What, Captain, you're atraid of every thing 
but the Enemy. 

True. | have reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehen- 
fire where there is moſt danger: The Enemy is ſa- 
tified with a Leg or an Arm, but here Im in hazard 
of lofing my Heart. 

Aur. None in the World, Sir, no body here de- 
figns to attack it. 

True But ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken alrea- 
dy, Madam. 

Aur. Then we'll return it without Ranſom, 

True. But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to 
ſtay where it is. 

Aur. That were to turn Deſerter, and you know, 
Captain, what ſuch deſerve. 

True. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment 
— bot to Death—— 

Con, Nay, then, tis time for me to put in—Pray, 
Sir, have you heard the News of my Lord Wou'dbe's 
Death ? 

True. People mind not the Death of others, Ma- 
dam, that are expiring themſelves. [To Conſtance.] 
Do you conſider, Madam, the Penalty of wounding 
a Man in the Park 2 ; [To Aurel. 

Md ard 5 Ar, 
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Aur. Hey day ! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to 
make a Vigo Buſineſs of it, and break the Boom at 
once? Sir, if you only rally, pray let my Coulin 
have her ſhare ; or if you wou'd be particular, pray 
be more reſpecttul ; not ſo much uon the Declara- 
tion, | beſeech you, Sir. „ 

True. | have been, fair Creature, a perfect Cow- 
ard in my Paſſion; I have had hard ſtrugglings with 
my fear before 1 durſt engage, and now perhaps be- 
have but too deſperately. 

Aur. Sir, I am very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; 
for | muſt puniſh you for't, tho' it be contrary to 
my Inclination——Come, Couſin, will you walk? 

Con. Servant, Sir. [ Exeunt Ladies. 

True. Charming Creature ! I muſt puniſh you 
for't, tho ut be contrary to my Inclination——Hope and 
Deſpair in a Breath. But L' think the beſt. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's Lodgings. 


Young Woud'be and Mandrake meeting. 

Y. W. Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, wel- 
come. 

Man. My dear Child, bleſs thee Who wou'd 
have imagin'd that I brought this great Rogue into 
the World? He makes me an old Woman, I proteſt 
But adſo, my Child, I forgot; I'm ſorry for 
the loſs of your Father, ſorry at my Heart, poor 
Man [Weeps.] Mr. Wou'dbe, have you got a Drop of 
Brandy in your Cloſet? I a'n't very well to day. 

Y.W. That you ſha'n't want; but be pleas'd to fit, 
my dear Mother—— Here, Jack, the Brandy-Bottle 
Now, Madam! have occaſion to uſe you in 
dreſſing up a handſome Cheat for me. 

Man. | defy any Chamber-Maid in England to do 
it better have dreſs'd up a hundred and fifty Cheats 
in my time, [Enter Jack with the Brandy Bottle. | 


Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, I'll - 


take a Sup out of the Bottle, 
V. W. 
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v. W. Right, Madam — And my Buſineſs being 
very urgent——lIn three Words, tis chi | 

Man. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Coun- 
cil. [Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to 
a poor Creature, apd fitter to revive waſting Spirits, 
than a little plain Brandy ; I a'n't for your hot Spi- 
rits, your Roſa Solis, your Ratifia's, your Orange Wa- 
ters, and the like A moderate Glaſs of cool Nanrs 
is the beſt thing 

Y. W. But to our Buſineſs, Madam — My Father 
is dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eſtate. 

Man. You put the Caſe very well. | 

Y. W. One of two things I muſt chuſe——Either 
to be a Lord or a Beggar. 

Man. Be a Lord to chuſe——Tho' I have known 
ſome that have choſen both. ; 

V. . I have a Brother that I love very well; but 
fince =_ of us muſt want, I had rather he ſhou'd ſtarve 
than J. 

Man. Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, you're in 
the right on't. | 

Y. W. Now your Advice upon theſe Heads. 

Man, They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt 
conſider, [ Drinks.) Is there a Will in the Caſe? 

V. W. There is; which excludes me from every 
Foot of the Eftate, 

Man, That's bad—— Where's your Brother? 

V. V. He's now in Germany, in his way to Eng- 
lazd, and is expected very ſoon. 

Man. How ſoon ? 

Y. W. In a Month, or leſs. 

Man. O ho! A Month is a great while ! our Bu- 
ſineſs muſt be done in an hour or two—— We muſt 
ſuppoſe your Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be 
actually dead——and my Lord, my humble Service 
ye [ Drinks, 

Y. W. O Madam, I'm your Ladyſhip's moſt devo- 
ted—— Make your Words good, and Iil-— 

Man. Say no more, Sir; you ſhall have it, you 


ſhall have it. 
2 v. . 
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Y. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Mandrake ? 

Man. Mrs. Mandrake ! Is that all ?o—=\Vhy no 
Mother, Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, I have done 
more for you this Moment, than all the Relation 
you have in the World. 

Y. W, Let me hear it. 

Man. By the Strength of this potent Inſpiration, 
I have made you a Peer of England, with ſeven thou- 
ſand Pound a year——My Lord, I with you Joy. 

[ Drink;, 

Y.W The Woman's mad, I believe. 

Man, Quick, quick, my Lord! counterfeit a Let- 
ter preſently from Germany, that your Brother i; 
kill'd in a Duel: Let it be directed to your Father, 
and fall into the Hands of the Steward when you are 
by: What ſott of Fellow is the Steward? 

V. W. Why, 2 timorous half-honeſt Man, that a 
little Perſuafions will make a whole Knave- He wants 
Courage to be throughly Juſt, or entirely a Villain 
——= but good backing will make him either, 

Man, And he ſha'n't want that ! I tell you the Let- 
ter muſt come into his Hands when you are by; up- 
on this you mutt take immediate Poſſeſſion, and lo 
you have the beſt part of the Law of your fide. 

Y. V. But ſuppoſe my Brother comes in the mean 
time ? 

Man, This muſt be done this very moment : Let 
him come when you're in Poſſeſſion, I'll warrant 
we'll find a way to keep him out. 

V. . But how, my dear Contriver ? 

Man By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's 
Wii That is, one that your Father might have 
made, and which we will make for him — Ill ſend 
you a Nephew of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do 
the Buſineſs; go, get into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, 1 
ſay; let us have but the Eſtate to back the Suit, and 
you'll find the Law too ftrong for Juſtice, I warrant 
You. 

V. V. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Delight 
when this great Prediction is —— Gon O 6 one 
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thing yet remains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the chatm- 
ing Conſlance —— Let her be mine, —— 

Man. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o' Courſe ; ſhe's con- 
tracted to you; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no Man 
but my Lord Wos dbe s Son and Heir; now you be- 
ing the Perſon, ſhe's recoverable by Law, 

V. W. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to 
him, 'twere [{njuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, 
an eaſier Favour will ſatisfy me. 

Man. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is ſo 
eaſy, that I wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about 
it=——Bur get you gone and mind your Affairs I muſt 
about mine — Oh [ had forgot Where's 
that fooliſh Letter you had this Morning from Rich- 
more? 

. V. I have poſted it up in the Chrcolate- Houſe. 
Man. Law, [Shrieks.) I ſhall fall into Fits; hold 
me x: 

V. W. No, no, I did but jeſt; here it is —— But 
be aſſur d, Madam, I wanted only time to have ex- 
pos'd it. 

Man. Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? 

Y. . Becauſe when Knaves ot our Sex, and Fools 
of yours meet, they make the belt Jeſt in the World. 

Man. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jeſt 
when we are the Knaves and you the Fools But 
look'e, Sir, if ever you open your Mouth about this 
Trick I'll diſcover all your Tricks! therefore Si- 
lence and Safety on both ſides. 

V. IV. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 
preſent; becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſut- 
ficiently; ſo there's your Letter. [Gives the Letter.] 
And now to write my own, IE. 

Man. Adieu, my Lore Let me fee? [Opens the 
Letter and reads | If there be Solemnity in Proteſta- 
tions That's foohſh, very foo iſh Why 
ſhou'd ſhe expect Solemnity in Proteſtations? Um, 
um, um, 1 may till depend on the Faith of my Rich- 
more — Ah, poor Celia! Um, um, um, 1 can 
no longer hide the Effect: ont from the World, 


The 
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The Effects on't! How modeſtly is that expref? 
Well, tis a pretty Letter, and I'll keep it. —— 
[ Puts the Letter in her Pocket, and Exit, 


SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Enter Steward and his Wife. 

Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame, 
Huſband, in being ſo ſcrupulous. 

Stew. Tis true: This fooliſh Conſcience of mine 
has been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. 

Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one that 
thrives, and [I'll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by it 
Do you think tis fourſcore Pound a Year makes 
my Lord Gowty's Steward's Wife live at the rate of 
four hundred ? Upon my Word, my Dear, I'm as 
good a Gentlewoman as ſhe, and I expect to be 
maintain'd accordingly : Tis Conſcience I warrant, 
that buys her the Point- Heads, and Diamond Neck- 
lace ? — Was it Conſcience that bought her the fine 
Houſe in Jermain- ſfireet? Is it Conſcience that ena- 
foam Steward to buy when the Lord is forced to 
ell! 

Stew, But what wou'd you have me do? 

Wife. Do! Now's your time; that ſmall Morſe! 
of an Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not 
worth mentioning ; take it towards your Daughter 
Molly's Portion—— What's two hundred a year? 'twill 
never be miſs'd. 

Stew. 'Tis but a ſmall matter, I muſt confeſs ; and 
as a Reward for my paſt faithful Service, I think it 
but reaſonable I ſhould cheat a little now. 

Wife. Reaſonable ! All the Reaſon that can be; 
if the ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, 
why let an honeſt Man reward himſelf —— There's 
five hundred Pounds you receiv'd but two Days ago, 
lay them aſide - you may eaſily ſink it in the Charge 
3 the Funetal— Do my dear now, kiſs me, and 

0 it. 


Stew. 
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Stew, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with 
you! But, my Dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my 
young Lord's coming home; he's a cunning cloſe 
Man, they fay, and will examine my Accounts very 
narrowly. 

Wife. Ay, my Dear, wou'd you had the younger 
Brother to deal with; you might manage him as you 
pleas'd——l1 fee him coming. Let us weep, let us 
weep. 

[They pull out their Handkerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn, 


Enter Young Wou'dbe. 

Stew. Ah, Sir, we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
and a Supporter. 

Y. W. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
2s he has done. And it is no ſmall Addition to my 
Grief, honeſt Mr. Clearaccount, that it is not in my 
Power to ſupply my Father's place to you and yours 
— our Sincerity and Juſtice to the Dead, merits 
the greateſt Regard from thoſe that ſurvive him—— 
Had [ but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclinati- 
ons I'll aſſure you, Mrs. Clearaccount, you ſhould 
not have ſuch cauſe to mourn. 

Wife. Ah, good noble Sir ! 

Stew, Your Brother, Sir, I hear, is a very ſevere 
Man. 

V. W. He is what the World calls 2 prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward : | have often heard him very ſevere 
upon Men of your Buſineſs; and has declar'd, That 
for Form's ſake indeed he would keep a Steward, 
— that he would inſpect into all his Accounts him- 
elf. 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Won dbe, you have more Senſe than 
to do theſe things; you have more Honour than to 
trouble your Head with your own Aﬀairs—-W ou'd 
to Heavens we were to ſerve you. 

V. V. Wou'd I cou'd ferve you, Madam, —with- 
out Injuſtice to my Brother, 


Enter 
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24 
Enter a Servant. | 
Ser. A Letter for my Lord Wou'dbe. 

Stew, It comes too late, alas! for his Peruſal; let 
© me ſee it. [ Opens, and read;, 
Franckfort, Octob. o. New Style, 

Frankfort! Where's Frankfort, Sit ? 

Y. V. In Germany! This Letter muſt be from my 
Brother; I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 

Stew, 'Tis none of his Hand. Let me ſee. 
[ Read; 


My Lord, 
| 7 Am troubled at this unhappy Occaſion of ſending t1 


your Lordſhip ; your brave Son, and my dur i } 
Friend, was leflerday unfortunately kill d in 4 Dutl if 1 
by a German Count - 
I ſhall love a German Count as long as I live. —- We 
My Lord, my Lord, now I may call you ſo, fince 
your elder Brother's dead. , 
Y. W. and Wife. How! * 
Stew. Read there. r 
[ Gives the Letter, Wou'dbe peruſes it. 4 
Y. W Oh, my Fate! a Father and a Brother in Y 
one Day! Heavens! Tis too much — Where 1s ak 
the fatal Meſſenger ? SJ 
Ser. A Gentleman, Sir, who ſaid he came Poſt on iſ © 
purpoſe. He was afraid the Contents of the Letter Y 
wou'd unqualify my Lord for Company; ſo he would nuf 
take another time ro wait on him. 20 
V. W. Nay, then tis true; and there is Truth in po 
Dreams. Laſt Night | dreamt — v 
Wife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; I dreamt! 7 


ſaw your Brother dreſs'd in a long Miniſter's Gown, 
(Lord bleſs us!) with a Book in his Hand, walking 
before a dead Body to the Grave. 
V. N. Well, Mr. Clearaccount, get Mourning ready. 
Stew. Will your Lordſhip have the old Coach co- 
Ver'd, or a new one made, 


v. 1 
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v. W. A new one The old Coach, with the 
Grey Horſes, I give to Mrs, Clearaccount here; tis 
not fit ſhe ſhould walk the Streets. 


+. Wife. Heav'ns bleſs the German Count, I ſay. —— 
ut, my Lord 

Y. W. No Reply, Madam, you (hall have it. 

1 my And receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours — 


Mr. Clearaccount, I double your Salary, and all the 
Servants Wages, to moderate their Grief for our 
great Loſſes, Pray, Sir, take order about theſe 
Affairs. 
Ste tu. I ſhall, my Lord. [Frxeunt Stew. and Wife, 
v. . So! I have got Poſſeſſion of the Caftle, and 
Duc! f had but a little Law to fortify me now, | be- 
lieve we might hold jr out a great while. Oh! here 
omes my Attorney. Mr. Sabtleman, your 
etvant— 


| Enter Subtleman. 

Sub, My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; my Aunt Man- 
rake has lent me to receive your Commands 

Y. W. Has ſhe told you any thing of the Affair? 
Sub. Not a Word, my Lord. | 
Y. . Why then come nearer. Can you 
ake a Man right Heir to an Eſtate during the Life 
tf an Elder Brother? 

Sub | thought you had been the eldeſt. 

V. . That we are not yet agreed upon; for you 


— nuſt know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes 
fancy to diſpute the Seniority with me For 
th in M2 © Sir, my Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord 
n the Family, by bringing forth Twins: My Bro- 
mt 1 er, tis true, was Firſt-born ; but, I believe from 
own, Ne bottom of my Heart, I was the firſt begotten. 


king Sub. I underſtand——you are come to an Eſtate 
nd Dignity, that by Juſtice indeed is your own, 

ady, WM" by Law 1t falls to your Brother, 

V. W. I had rather, Mr. Sub:leman, it were his by 

uſtice, and mine by Law ; for L wou'd have the 

0agett Title, if poſlidle. 


Sub. 
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Sab. Jam very ſorry there ſhou'd happen any 

Breach between Brethren $0 | think it wou'd 
be but a Chriſtian and Charitable Act to take away 
all farther Diſputes, by making you true Heir to the 
Eſtate by the laſt Will of your Father. — Locke 
I'll divide Stakes; you ſhall yield the Elder. 
ſhip and Honpur to him, and he ſhall quit his Eſtate 
to you. 

V. . Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do 
grant him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trifle; 
But bow ſhall we do about his Will? Who ſhall we 
get to prove it? 

Sub. Never trouble your ſelf for that I expect: 
Cargo of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt fair 

ind. 

V. W. But we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done 
immediately. 

Sub. Well, well ; we'll find ſome Body, I warrant 
you, to make Oath of his laſt Words, 

V. V. That's impoſſible; for my Father died of 
an Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 

Sub, That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead 
Man that Il have made to ſpeak. 

V. W. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I dont 
queſtion, Sir; and I can aſſure you there will he ten 
Guineas for every Word you extort from him in my 
Favour. 

Sub. O Sir, that's enough to make your Great 
Grandfather ſpeak. 

V. . Come then, I'll carry you to my Steward; 
he ſhall give you the Names of the Mannors, and 
the true Titles and Denominations of the Eftate, and 
then you ſhall go to work. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Park. 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. 

Rich, O brave Cuz ! you're very happy with the 
Fair, I find. Pray: which of theſe two Ladies you 
encounter'd juſt now has your Adoration, - 

rut. 


tram 
ed of 
dead 
don't 
he ten 
in my 
Grent 
ward; 
„ and 


e, and 
Xeunt, 


ith the 


es you 


Trut, 


True.” She that commands by forbidding it: And 
face | had courage to declare to her ſelf, I dare nom 
own it to the World: Aurelia, Sir, is my | 
Rich. Ha! [A long Pauſe.) Sir, I find you're of 
every body's Religion ; but methinks you make a 
bold Flight at firſt: Do you think your Captain's 
Pay will ſtake againſt ſo high a Gameſter ? | 

True. What do you mean? | | 
Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, mean! You're 2 
Man of mighty Honour, we all know. —— Bat I'll 
tell you a Secret. The thing is publick already. 

True. I ſhou'd be proud that all Mankind were ac- 
quainted with it; I thou d deſpiſe the Paſſion that 
cou'd make me either aſham'd or afraid to own it. 

Rich. Ha, ha, ha: Prithee, dear Captain, no more 
of theſe Rhodomontado's; you may as ſoon put 2 
Standing- Army upon us, ['I tell you another Se- 
cret ———oFiye hundred Pound is the leaft Penny. 

a 75 Nay, to my Knowledge, the has fifteen hun- 
Rich. Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe took Five. 
True, Took Five! How! Where? 

Rich, In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain; where 
ſhou'd it be? | 

True, I'm amaz d! | 

Rich, So am I; that ſhe cou'd be fo unreaſonable 
—— Fifteen hundred Pound! Sdeath! had ſhe that 
Price from you ? 

True. Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 

; Rich. Why, what have you to do with her Por- 

ton: 

True. I lov'd her up to Marriage, by this Light. 

Rich, Marriage! Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipfie for 
her Cunning» A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous 
Fellow of two and twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe 
wanted; 1 find the preſently fingled you out from 
the Herd. | 

True. You diſtract me 

Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars 
abroad, and leave her to Engagement: at home. 


True, 
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True. Death and Furies; I'll be reveng'd. 

Rach. Why? What can you do? You'll challenge 
her, will you? | 

Trae. Her Reputation was ſpotleſs when 1 went 
over. 

Rich, So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Boxffler;; 
but d'ye think, that while you were beating the French 
abroad, that we were idle at home? No, no, we 
have had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surren- 
dries, and all that. —< We have cut our ſelves out 
good Winter Quarter as well as you. 

Trae. And are you billetted there ? 

Rich, Lock e, Trueman, you ought to be very 

to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from Deſtru- 
ction. -[n plain terms, I have buried Five hundred 
Pounds in that little Spot, and I ſhou'd think it very 
hard, if you took it over my Head. 

True. Not by a Leaſe for Life, I can aſſure you: 
But I hall——— 

Rich, What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to 
give. Look'e, fince you make no ſport, ſpoil none. 
In a year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet- 
Bank ; every Body may play at it that pleaſes, and 
then you may put in for a piece or two. 

True, Dear Sir, I cou'd worſhip you for this. 

Rich. Not for this, Nephew; for I did not intend 
t, but I came to ſeek you upon another Affair. 
Were not you in the Preſence laſt Night? 

True. I was. 

Rich, Did not you talk to Clelia, my Lady Taper's 
Niece? 

True. A fine Woman. 

Rich. Well! I met her upon the Stairs; and hand- 
ing her to her Coach, the aſked me, if you were 
not my Nephew? And ſaid two or three warm things, 
that perſuade me ſhe likes you: Her Relations have 
Intereſt at Court, and the has Money in her Pocket. 

True, But this Devil Aurelia ſtill ticks with 


me. i 


Nich. 
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Rich, What then! The way to love in one place 
ge with Succeſs, is to marry in another with Conveni- 
ence. Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied 
nt to your reigning Ambition, whether Love or Ad- 
yancement, will go a great way: And for her Vir- 
2 tue and Conduct, be aſſur'd that no body can give a 
ch better Account of it than — ſelf. 
ve True. | am willing to believe from this late Acci- 
n- dent, that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in 
ut what you propoſe, and therefore I am ſatisfied to be 
overn 
, Rich. I fee the very Lady in the Walk. Well 
about it. | 
True. I wait on you. [Exeunc, 


SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Honſe. 


r. Wou'dbe, Subtleman, and Steward. 
v. W. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the Will 
is firm and good in Law. | 
Sub. I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt 
Words to prove it, here they are. —- Look'e Mr. 
Clearaccount — Ves that is an Anſwer to the 
Queſtion that was put to him, (you know) by thoſe. 
about him when he was a dying Yes, or No, 
he muſt have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes — 
let, I haue made my Will, as it may be found in the 
Cuſtody of Mr. Clearaccount my Steward; and 1 de- 
eit may fland as my Laſt Will and Teſtament. =—— 
der! Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to 
the purpoſe? An Apoplexy! I tell you, my Lord 
had Intervals to the laſt. 
nd- Stew. Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be proy'd? 
vere Sub. My Lord ſhall ſpeak 'em now, 
ings, V. W. Shall he faith? 
have WW - Sub. Ay, now—if the Corps ben't buryd 
cet. ¶ Look'e, Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, 
with JW and drawn out again before us all! and if they won't 
be his laſt Words then I'll be perjur'd, 


R 2 Y. 
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V. W. What! violate the Dead! it muſt not be, 
Mr. Subtleman. : 

Sub. With all my heart, Sir! But I think you had 
better violate the Dead of a Tooth or ſo, than vio- 
late the living of ſeven thouſand Pound a year. 

Y. W. But is there no other way ? 

Sub. No, Sir: Why, ws think Mr. Clearaccount 
here will hazard Soul and Body to ſwear they are hi 
laſt'Words, unleſs they be made his laſt Words; For 
my part, Sir, I'll ſwear to nothing but what I ſee 
with my Eyes come out of a Man's Mouth. 

V. W. But it looks ſo unnatural. Ka 

Sub. What! to open a Man's Mouth, and put in 
a bit of Paper — this is all. 

V. Iv. But the Body is cold, and his Teeth can't 
be got aſunder, | 

Sub. Bat what Occafion has your Father for Teeth 
now? I tell you what, —I knew a Gentleman, three 
Days buried, taken out of his Grave, and his dead 
Hand ſet to his laſt Will, (unleſs ſome body made 
him ſign another afterwards,) and I know the Eſtate 
ro he held by that Tenure to this Day; and a firm 
Tenure it is; for a dead Hand holds faſteſt; and let 
me tell you, dead Teeth will faſten as hard. 

V. . Well, well, uſe your Pleafure, you under- 
ſtand the Law beſ. Exit Sabtleman and Steward. 
What a mighty Confuflon is brought in Families by 
ſudden Death? Men ſhould do well to ſettle their 
Affairs in time — - Had may Father done this before 
he. was taken ill, what a trouble had he ſav'd us? 


m he, was taken ſuddenly, poor Man! 


Re enter Subtleman. 

dub. Your Father ſtill bears you the old Grudge, 
[ find ! it was with much firuggling he conſented; | 
never knew a Man ſo” loth to ſpeak in my Life. 

V. u“. He was always a Man of few Words. 

Sab. Now .I may fafely*bear Witneſs my ſelf, 43 
the Scrivener there preſent : I loye to do thing 
jth Fear Conſcience, IRE. r 
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V. W. But the Law requires three Witneſſes. 
Sub. O ! I ſhall pick a Couple more, that per- 
haps may take my Word for't ;:—————B}ut is not Mr. 
Clearaccount in your Intereſt ? | 


Y. W. I hope io. 4p 
Sub, Then he ſhall be ane; a Witneſs in the Fa- 
nt mily goes a great way ! beſides, theſe Foreign Evi- 
Ms dences are riſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. [ hope, 
or if mine eſcape the Privateers, to make an hundred 
ce Pound an Ear of every Head of 'em — But the 
Steward is an honeſt Man, and ſhall ſave you the 
Charges. e 
in V. . Solus.] The Pride of Birth, the Heats of 
Appetite, and Fear of Want, are ſtrong Temptations 
n't to Injuſtice.— gut why Injuſtice ? The World 


hath broke all Civilities with me, and left me in the 
th eldeſt State of Nature, Wild, where Force, or Cun- 


ee ning firſt created Right. I cannot fay 1 ever knew 
ad + Father: Tis true, I was begqtten in his Life- 
de time, but I was Poſthumous: born, and liv'd not till 
are he died My Hours indeed 1 numbred, but ne'er 
rm enjoyed em, till this Moment. My Brother ! 
let what is Brother? We are all ſo; and the firſt two 

were Enemies. — He ftands before me in the Road 
er- of Life to rob me of my-Pleafures. — My Serier, 


rd, form'd by Nature for Delight are all allarm'd.— 
by My Sight, my Hearing, Taſte and Touch, call loud- 
zeit ly on me for their Objects, and they ſhall be ſatiſ- 


ore 5 d. , [Ecxit, 
The Exd of the Second ACT. 


80 ACT MI. 

1 ' SCENE A Levee. 

3 Young Wou'dbe dreſfng, and ſeveral Gentleman whi/- 
4s 4, » pering him by turns. ; 
ings m QUUrely the greateſt Ornament of Quality is a 
ibes. clean and a numerous Levec ; ſuch a Cruud 
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of Attendance for the cheap Reward of Words and 
Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes the Nobility from thoſe that 
pay Wages to their Servants. 

A Gentleman whiſpers} 


Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commi and uſe ll 
my Intereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir. 
Another whiſpers] | 
Sir, I hall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; ] 
let me ſee you to morrow. | 
Sir, I'll confider of it. That Fellow's Breath ſtinks 
of Tobacco. [ 4/ide.] O, Mr. Comick, your Servant. d 
Com. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; I have ſome 0 
thing to ſhe w your Lordſhip. f 
V. . What is it, pray, Sir? 
Com. | have an Elegy upon the dead Lord, and 
2 Panegyrick upon the living one: In utrumque pa- 
rat os, my Lord. C 
V. W. Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comick. —— But WW al 
pray, Mr. Comick, why don't you write Plays; it M 
wou'd give one an Opportunity of ſerving you ? m 
Com. My Lord, | have writ one. 
V. W. Was it ever Acted? 2 
Com, No, my Lord; but it has been a rehearſing WW Sc 
theſe three years and a half. 2 
V. W. A long time. There muſt be a great dei fit 
of Buſineſs in it ſurely. of 


Com. No, my Lord, none at all.— I have 2n0- let 
ther Play juſt finiſh'd, but that I want a Plot for't. 

Y. W. A Plot! you ſhou'd read the Italian and I. 
Spaniſh Plays, Mr. Comick — | like your Verſes here 
mightily . — Here, Mr. Claaraccount. in 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. FS L. 

V. . Here, give Mr. Comick, give him — ge 
'him the Spaniſh Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. | 
Captain, can I do you any Service ? 7. 
Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the 
General for that vacant Commiſſion : 1 hope, my ; 
Lord, the Blood I have already loſt, may intitle me 
te (pil1:the remainder in my Country's Cauſe. * 
„. 
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v. W. All the reafon in the World. Cap- 
tain, you may depend upon me for all the Service I 


Can. 
Gen. | hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak 
to the General about that vacant Commiſhon, . altho” 
| have never made a Campaign; yet, my Lord, my 
Intereſt in the Countrey can raiſe me Men, which, 
I think, ſhou'd prefer me to that Gentleman, whoſe 
Bloody Diſpofition frightens the poor People from 


liſting. 

* All the reaſon in the World, Sir; you may 
depend upon me for all the Service in my Power. 
Captain, I' do your Buſineſs for you. ———Sir, II 
ſpeak to the Generali I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe— 
[ To the Gentlemen, 


Enter a Citizen. 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, your Servant Gentlemen 
all, I beg your pardon. [ Exeunt Levee. 
3 have you any Service to command 
ma - 

Ald. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant. — I have 
2 Fayour to beg: You muſt know, I have a graceleſs 
Son, a Fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps 
a Whore in every corner of the Town: In ſhort, he's 
fit for no kind of thing but a Soldier. I'm ſo tir'd 
of him, that I intend to throw him into the Army, 
let the Fellow be ruin d, if he will. 

V. V. I commend your paternal Care, Sir — can 
| do you any Service in this Affair? 

Ald. Yes, my Lord: There is a vacant Company 


In Collonel Whatd'yecalum's Regiment, and if your 


Lordſhip wou'd but ſpeak to the General. 

V. W. Has your Son ever ſerv'd? 

Ald. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an Enfign in the 
Train Bands, 

Y. W. Has he ever fignaliz'd his Courage ? 

Ald. Often, often, my Lord; but one Day parti- 
cular,” yon muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſie 
bipping.off- a Cargo of — that be left my Son 
15 4 do 
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to commend. it his Place Won d you believe 
ir, my Lord, he charg'd up Cheepfsde in the Front of 
the Buff. Coats, wich ſuch Bravery and Courage, that 
I could not forbear wiſhing in — of my 
Heart, fot ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon the Rhine. 
— Ah! my Lord, we.auft employ: ſuch Fellow: 
25 him, or we ſiall never humble the French King — 
Now, my Loc if you cou d find aConvenicnt time 
to hint theſe things to the General. 

Y. W. All the reaſon in the Wells Mr. Alderman 
In do you all the Service. I can. | 

Ald. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage; 
ft for the Service ; andythen be loves Hardſhip. 
2 He e other Night in the Rownd- 


Y.W. 1 « 40 you all the Service I can. 

Ald. Then, my Lord. be ſalutes with his Pike 
io very bandſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart 
t'other Day — be beats a Drum like an Angel. 
T. V. Su, In do you allghe Service l can 

Not taking the leaſt Notice of the Alderman al 


this while; but dreſſung himfelf in the Glaſs, 


Ald. But, my Los the hurry af your Lordſhip's 
Affairs may put my Buſineſs out af. your Head; there- 
tore, my Lord, I'll preſume. to leave you ſome Me- 
moran 

V. W. u ao yon ah the Service 1 can—— 

| Not minding bim. 

"Ald. Pray, my Lord, [ Pulling him by the Sleeve.] 
give me leave for a Memorandum ; my Glave, I ſup- 
poſe, will do: Here, my Lord, pray remember me. 
Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit. 


V. W. rn o * all the Service I can What, is 


he gone? Tis the moſt rude familiar Fellow—Faugh, 
what a greaſie Gauntlet is here [A Purſe drops out 
of the Glowe.] Oh! No, the Glove is a clean well 
made Glove; and the Owner of it the moſt reſpect- 
ful Perſon I have ſeen this Morning, he knows what 
diſtance [ Ghimking e Purſe, ] is due to a Man of 


Quality,. but what muſt I do for this 2 Friſure [7+ 
6 1 
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his Valet, ] de you remember what the Alderman laid : 
to me? . dee e ee 
Fri/. No, my Lord, | thought your Lordſhip Had. 
v. . This Blockbead. thinks a Man of Quality” 
can mind what People ſay——=when" they do ſome- 
thing, tis another caſe. ' Here, call kim back, [Exit 
Friſure.] he talk d ſomething df the General, and his 
Son, and Train- Bands, 1 know not wimt Stuff, EO 


Re-enter Ald. and Friſure: *- | 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorandum 
in my Pocket. . | 
Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Ho- 


nour. 

V. W. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were 
talking of, it ſhalt be done; but if you gave a- ſhort 
Note of it to my Secretary, it would not be amiſs. 
but, Mr. Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this 
Glove, it fits me mighty well [ Putring on the Glove. 
it looks ſo like a Challenge to give a Man an od 
Glave———— and I wou'd have nothing that looks like 
Enmity between you and I, Mr. Alderman. 

Ala, Truly, my Lord, I intended the other Glove 
for a Memorandum to the Collonel, bat ſince your - 
Lordſhip has a Mind tot [ Gives the Glove. 

V. W. Here, Friſure, lead this Gentleman to my 
Secretary, and bid him take a Note of his Buſineſs. 

Ald. But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service 
you can now. | br 

Y. W. Well, I won't do you all-the Service I can + 
——theſe Citizens have a ſtrange Capacity of _ 

| Exit. Ald. 


ing ſometimes. 


Enter Steward. | 
Stew. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vint- - 
ner, your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with 
eit Bills at the Door, and they deſite their Mo- 
131 | 
I. W. Tell em, Mr. Claaraceouxt, that when I was 
private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to · 
R 5 run 
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run in Debt, and now that I have got into a higher 
Rank, I'm ſo very buſie I can't pay it——2s for that 
clamorous Rogue of a Taylor ſpeak him fair, till he 
has made up my Liveries — then about a Year and: 
half hence, be at leiſure to put him off for a Ven 
and a half longer. 

Stew. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below call 
himſelf Mr. Baſſes, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes 
him fifty Guineas that he wone of you-at Cards. 

Y. W. Look'e, Sir — the Gentleman's Money is 
a Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 

Stew. Your Father thought otherwiſe, uy Lord, 
he always took care to have the poor Tradeſmen ſi- 
tixfy'd, whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the Uſe of their 
Money, and was uſed to ſay, That nothing was ho- 
nourable but what was honeft. 

Y. W. My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he 
was a Nobleman of very ſingular Humours—hut 
in my Notion, there are not two things in Nature 
more different than Honour and Honeſty ——Onow 
your Honeſty is a little Mechanick Quality, well e. 
Rough among Citizens, People that do nothing but 
pitiful mean Actions according to Law but your 
Honour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any 
thing that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to le- 
vel it ſelf to what is only juſt. 

Stew. But I think itis a little hard to have theſe poor 
People ftarve for want of their Money, and yet pay 
this ſharping Raſcal fifty Guineas. 

V. W. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm that is? 
Why he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 
as good Company as any at White's; and between him 
and I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal as you are pleaſed to 
call him, ſhall make more Intereſt among the Nobi. 
lity with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier (hall 
with his Sword and Piſtol. Pray let him have fifty 
Guineas immediately, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE the rast; Elder Wou'dbe wriving in 2.4 
Pocket- Best, in 4 Niding- Habit. 


E. W. Monday tb 1502. 1 erriv'd ſafe is Lou- ; 


don, and ſo concluding my Travels. 
( Pucting up his-Book, 


Now welcome Countrey, Father, Friends, 

My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends:) 

But above all, my charming Fair, my Conftancr. 
Through all the Mazes of my wandring Steps, 
Through all the various Climes that I have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, -: 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 

Had not her Charms my Heart entire pofſeſs'd, 
Who knows what Circe's artful Voice and Look - 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling Mouth, - 

And fixt me to Enchantment ? 


Enter Teague with a Port- Manteau. He brows ® ; 
down and ſits on it, 


Here comes my Fellow-Traveller. What makes you 


ſit upon the Port-Manteau, Teague you'll vemyes - 
the things. 
Te, Be me Shoule, Maiſhter, I did carry the Port- | 
Mantel til it tir'd me; and now the Ton- Nn ſhall 
carry me till I tire him. 

E. W. And how d'ye like London, a after 
our Travels? . 

Te, Fer, dear Joy, tis the braveſt Plaaſe I have 


ſheen in my Peregrinations, exſhepting my-nown - 


brave Shitty of Carick- Vergusw—n———l)f, uf, dere iſha 


very fragrant Shmell hereabouts — Maiſhter, ſhall I 1 


run to that Paiſhtery- Cooks for ſhix Pennyworths of 
doil'd Beef? 


E. W. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World over 
he would never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach. 
Why, you Cormorant, ſo hungry and ſo early! 
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Te. Early! Deel tauke me Maiſhter, tiſh a great 
deal more than almoſt twelve a- Cock. | 
E. W. Thou art neter happy unleſ thy Guts be 
ſtuft up to thy Eyes. 
. Tee Oh Maiſhter, dere ifh a dam way of diſtance, 
and the deel a bit between. | | 


7 | 
Enter Young Wou'dbe in «4 Chair, with four or five 
Footmen before him, and paſſe: over the Stage. 

E. W. Hey day —— who comes here? With one, 
two, three, four, five Footmen! Some young Fel- 
lo juſt taſting the ſweet Vanity of Fortune. —Run, 
Teague, inquire who that is. | 

Te. Yes, Maiſhter. [Runs to one of the Footmen.) 
Sir, will you give my humble Shervice to your Mai- 
ſhter, and tell him to ſend me word fat Naam iſh up- 
on him? 

Foot. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him? 

Te. Veſh, fet wou'd I. | 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir? | 

Te: Be me Shoul, I am a Shentleman bred and | 
born, and dere iſh my Maiſhter. 

Faor. Then your Maſter would know it? 

Te. Arah, you Fool, ifh it not the ſaam ting? 

Foot. Then tell your Maſter tis the young Lord 
Wou'dbe, juſt come to his Eftate by the Death of his 
Father and elder Brother. [Exit Foorman, 

E. . What do I hear? 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſhter; fere 
vil you pleaſe to be buried ? - 

E. W. But art thou ſure it was my Brother ? 

Te. Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf; I know'd 
him very well, after his Man told me. | 

E. w. The Buſineſs requires that I be convinc'd 
with my own Eyes; I'll follow him, and know the 
bottom on't Stay here till I return, 

Te. Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf : 
Now they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they 
may kyll you. | 


E. . 
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E. V. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and [I'll take care to keep my Face from' his Sight, 
It concerns me to conceal my ſelf, till I know the 
Engines of this Contrivance.— Be fare you ftay till 
I come to you ; -and let no body know whom you 
belong to. . [ Exit, 
Te, Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. 
ay. [ S125. en the Port- Manteau. 
Enter Subtleman and Steward. 
Sub, And you won't ſwear to the Will? 
_ My Confcience tells me I dare not do't with 
atety. 
pr But if we make it lawful, what ſhou'd we 
fear? We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, till 
the Cauſe be thrown out of Court. © 
Stew. In you, Sir, 'tis no Sin, becauſe 'tis the 
Principle of your Profeſſion: But in me, Sir, tis 
downright Perjury indeed. — ou can't want Wit- 
neſſes enough, fince Money won't be wanting 
and you muſt loſe no time; for I heard juſt now, 
= 7 true Lord Wen dbe was ſeen in Town, or his 
oft | | 22 
Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman 
without an Eſtate, is but the Shadow of a Lord 
Well; take no care: Leave me to my ſelf; I'm 
_ the Friers, and ten to one ſhall pick up an Evi- 
ce. ny 
Stew. Speed you well, Sir. = 
Sub. There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the'Gal- 
lows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like my Coun- 
treyman How now, honeſt Friend, what have 
you got under you there ? 88 ah 
Te. Noting, dear Joy. 1 2 2 » 
Sub, Nothing? ls it not a Port-Manteau ? © 
Te. That is noting to you. | . 
Sub. The Fellows a Wit | 2 
Te. Fel am 1? My Grandfader was an Iriſh Poet 
— did write a great Book of Verſes concern- 
ing the Vars between St. Patrick and the wann. 
HO, 
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Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 
Te. Be me Shoul, my ſole Generation iſh ſo 
I have nothing but thiſh Port-Manteau, and dat i 
ſheif iſh not my own. wy 
Sub. Why, who does it belong to? 
_ Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. 
Sub. Then you have a Maſter } 
Te. Fet I have, but he's dead. 
Sub. Right ! And how do you intend to 


Te, By eating, dear Joy, fen | can get it, and by 
ſleeping fen I can get none Tiſh the Faſbion 
of Ireland. | | 

Sub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? 

To. [ Aſide.) I will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be a 
true one. Macfadin, dear Joy, was his Naam, 
He vent over vith King Jamiſh into France 
He was my Maſter once, Deere iſh de true Lee; 
noo. LA.. 

Sub, What Employment bad he? 

Te. Je ne ſcay pas. 

Sub. What, can you ſpeak French? 

Te. Ouy Monſieur, Il did travel France and Spain, 
and Italy); — Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe, 
and dat will excuſe me all the Sins of my Life; and 
fen Jam dead, St. Patrick will excuſe the reft. 

Sub, A rare Fellow for my purpoſe. [ Aſsde.] Thou 
look'ſt like an honeſt Fellow ; and if you'll go with 
me to the next Tavern, I'll give thee a Dinner and 
a Glaſs of Wine. 

Te. Be me Shoul 'tis dat I wanted, dear Joy ; come 
along, I will follow you. | a 

[ Runs out before Subtleman with the Port- Mantean 
on his Back, Exit Subtleman. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe. 

E. W. My Father dead! my Birth-right loſt ! How 
have my drowſie Stars flept over my Fortune? Ha! 
[ Looking about.) my Servant gone! The ſimple, poor, 
ungratetul Wretch has left me. -I took oy up 
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trom Poverty and Want; and now he leaves me 
juſt as I found bim My Cloaths and Money too? 
— But why ſhould I repine ? Let Man but view 
the Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Ha- 
zards are to come. That Providence that has ſecur d 
my Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sick- 
neſs, is ſtill the ſame ; ſtill kind whilſt I am juſt. - 
My Death, I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it 

in d ſo univerſal Credit, I fain wou'd learn 

ho comes here? honeſt Mr. Fairbank! My Fa- 
ther's Goldſmith, a Man of Subſtance and Integrity. 
The Alteration of five Years Abſence, with the Re- 
port of my Death, may ſhade me from his Knowledge, 
till I enquire ſome News. [Ester Fairbank.] Sir, 
your humble Servant. 

Fair. Sir, I don't know you. Shunning him. 

E. V. I intend you no harm, Sir; but ſecing you 
come from my Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, I would aſk 
you 2 Queſtion or two — ray what Diſtemper did 
my Lord die of ? | 

Fair, I am told it was an Apoplexy. | 

E. . And pray, Sir, what does the World fay ? Is 
his Death lamented ? 

Fair. Lamented! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhou'd 
reſolve; Friend. Thou knew'ſt him not; elſe 
thy own Heart had anſwer'd thee. 

E. . His Grief, methinks, chides my Defect of 
Filial Duty. [ 4fide) But I hope, Sir, his Loſs is 
partly recompens'd in the Merits of his Succeſfor. 

Fair. It might have been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 
to his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unfor- 
tunately kill'd in Germany. 

E. W. How unfortunately, Sir ? 

Fair. Unfortunately for him and us I do re- 
member him. He was the mildeſt, humbleſt, 
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ſweeteſt Youth. 

E. W. Happy indeed had been my Part in Life, if 
I had left this Humane Stage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs, 
and ſo fair Applauſe, had crown d my going off. | 4- 


5] Well, Sir, 


Fair, 
= 


Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told 
ſuch Wonders of his Improvement, that the Repo;t 


recall'd his Father's Years; and with the Joy to hear 
his Hermes prais'd, he oft wou'd break the, Chains of 


Gout and Age; and leaping up with Strength of 


greeneſt Youth, cry, My Hermes is my ſelf; Me- 
thinks I live my ſprightly Days again, and I am young 
in him. 3 

E. W. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a 


Pleaſure in the hearing of his Praiſe. [ Aſide, 


Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir———Had you any Re- 
lation to the Family we talk of ? 

E. W. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in 
the publick Loſs——— But pray, Sir, what Character 
does the preſent Lord bear? 

Fair. Your Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their 
Memories are left unregarded, and Tongues may 
touch them freely: But for the Living, they have 
provided for the Safety of their Names by a ftrong 
Incloſure of the Law. There's a thing call'd Scanda- 
lum Magnatum, Sir. | 

E.W. I commend your Caution, Sir; but be a{- 
ſur'd I intend not to entrap you. I am a poor 
Gentleman ; and having heard much of the Charity 
of the old Lord Wou'dbe, I had a mind to apply to 
his Son; and therefore enquir'd his Character. 

Fair. Alas! Sir, things are chang'd : That Houſe 
was once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to 
ſeek, and have its Pains rewarded The noble 
Lord, the truly noble Lord, held his Eſtate, his Ho- 
nour, and his Houſe, as if they were only lent upon 
the Intereſt of doing good to others. He kept a Por- 
ter, not to exclude, but ſerve the Poor. No Credi- 
tor was ſeen to gnard his going out, or watch his 
coming in: No craving Eyes, but Looks of ſmiling 
Gratitude. But now, that Family, which like 
a Garden fairly kept, invited every Stranger to its 
Fruit and Shade, is now run o'er with Weeds 
Non but Wine and Revelling within, a Croud of 
noiſy Creditors without, a Train of Servants — 

. ni 
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ſently proud——Wou'd you believe it, Sir, as I of- 
fer'd to go in juſt now, the rude Porter puſh'd me 
back with his Staff. —] am at this preſent (thanks to 
Providence and my Induſtry) worth twenty thouſand 
Pounds. | pay the fifth Part of this to maintain the 
Liberty. of the Nation ; and yet this Slave, the im- 
pudent Swiſs Slave offer d to firike me. 

E. W. 'T was hard, Sir, very hard: — And if they. 
as'd a Man of your Subſtance fo roughly, how will 
they manage me, that am not worth a Groat ? 

Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 


| what may happen. lt you can drink and ſwear, 


* 


erhaps.— 3 
f E. V. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſhip's 
Bounty wou'd it extend to half he's worth. — ir, I 
give you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer a- 
nother Courſe. 

Fair. Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentle- 
man. Come home with me; I am as able. to give: 
you a Dinner as my Lord; and you ſhall be very 
welcome to eat at my Table every Day till you are 
better provided. | = 

E. Good Man. [A 21 Sir, 1 muſt beg you to 
excuſe me to day: But 1 ſhall find a time to accept cf. 
your Favours, or at leaft to thank you for 'em. 

Fair, Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
pleaſe. 8 [ Exit. 
E. . Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were 
an Herald, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nobler 
Coat of Arms than my Brother.———But I delay: I 
long to vindicate the Honour of my Station, and to, 
diſplace this bold Uſurper :=—But one Concern, me- 
thinks, is nearer ſtill, my Conftlance! Shou'd ſhe upon 
the Rumour of my Death, have fixt her Heart elſe- 
where. then 1 were dead indeed; but if the. 
ſtill prove true, Brother, fit, faſt. 


TA ſhake your Strength, all Obftacles remove, . 
Suſtain'd by Juſtice, and inſpir d by Love. Bait. 
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44 
SCENE as Apartmenr. Conſtance, Aurelia, 


Con For Heav'n's ſake, Couſin; . ceaſe your in: 
pertinent Conſolation : It but makes me angry, and 
raiſes two Paſſions in me inſtead of one. You ſee | 
commit no Extravagance, my Grief is filent enough: 
my Tears make no Noiſe to diſturb any Body. I de. 
fire no Companion in my Sorrows ; leave me to my 
ſelf, and you comfort me. 

Aur. But, Coufin, have you no regard to your Re. 

utation ? this immoderate Concern for a young Fel. 
ow. What will the World ſay? You lament him like 
a2 Huſband. —— - 

Con. No: you miſtake : I have no Rule nor Me- 
thod for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darkned 
Rooms; no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. [ 
am content with the flight Mourning of a broken 
Heart; and all my Form is Tears. 


Euter Mandrake. — 

Man. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't difturb her. 
——— FE yery thing muft have its vent. Tis a hard | 
Caſe to be croſs'd in one's firſt Love- But you ſhou d darlin 
conſider, Madam [ To CT] that we are all 
born to die, ſome young, ſome old. 

Con. Better we all dy'd young, than to be -plagu'd E. 
with Age, as I am. I find other folks Years are 1 
troubleſome to us as our own, | 

Man. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to mourn. 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 
that I know; tho' I muſt confeſs too, that Ben had 
much the finer Complexion when he was born : But 
then Hermes, O yes,. Hermes had the Shape that he 
had But of all the Infants that I ever beheld with 
my Eyes, I think Ben had the fineſt Ear, Wax-wore, 
perfect Wax-work; and then he did fo ſputter at the 
Breaſt ! — His Nurſe was a hale, well complexion- 
ed, ſprightly Jade, as ever I faw ; but her 3 

A Uttle 
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1 little too ſtale; tho” at the ſame time, twas as blue 
and clear as a Cambrick. | 

Aur. Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Con- 
ſolation to my Couſin ? 

Man. No, no, Madam, that's to come.—-] tell 
you, fair Lady, you have only loſt the Man ; the 
Eſtate and Title are fiill your own; and this very 
moment I wou'd falute you, Lady Von dbe, if you 

leas d. 
F Con. Dear Madam, your Propoſal is very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to morrow, and [1] give you 
an Anſwer. 

Man, I knew it, I knew it; I faid, when you 
were born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To 
morrow, you ſay. My Lord ſhall know it immedi- 
ately. [ Exit. 

Aur. What d'ye intend to do, Couſin ? 

Con. To go into the Countrey this moment, to 
be free from the Impertinence of Condolance, the 
Perſecution of that Monſter of a Man, and that De- 
vil of a Woman. HO Aurelia, I long to be alone. 
am become ſo fond of Grief, that I would fly where 
[ might enjoy it all, and have no Interruption in my 


darling Sorrow. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe unperceiv d. 

E. V. in Tears ! perhaps for me ! I'll try—— 

[ Drops à Picture, and goes back to the Entrance, 
and liſtens. 

Aur. If there be ought in Grief delightful, don't 
grudge me a ſhare. 

Con. No, my dear Aurelia, I'll engrofs it all. I 
lov'd him ſo, methinks I ſhou'd be jealous if any 
mourned his Death befides my ſelf. What's here! 
[Takes up the Piflure.] Ha ! ſee Coufin——the very 
Face and Features of the Man! Sure ſome officious 
Angel has brought me this for a Companion in my 
Solitude Now I'm fitted out for Sorrow. With 
this III figh, with this converſe, gaze. on his Image 
till I grow blind with Weeping. 2 
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Anr. I'm amaz'd ! how came it here! 

Con. Whether by Miracle or humane Chance; n. 
all alike ; I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparate 
from my Breaſt———it's the only thing cou d giye 
me Joy, uſe it will encreaſe my Grief. 

E. IV. [Entring.) Moſt glorious Woman! now | 
am fond of Life. * 

Hur. Ha! What's this? Your Bufineſs, pray Sir? 

E. W. With this Lady. | Goes to Conftance, tas 
her Hand, and kneels.) Here let me worſhip that Per. 
fection, whoſe Virtue might attract the liſtning An 
gels, and make em ſmile to ſee ſuch Purity, fo like 
themſelves in humane Shape. 

Con. Hermes / | 

E. W. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too. 

Con. Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear 
me like a Whirlwind to his Arms : — But my Ser Hs, 
has Bounds ——'T'is wondrous, Sir! 7. 

E. W. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for cu 
Man, and moft cloſely laid, is the Serpentine Line I v 
that guides him into Happ ineſs (that hidden Power I d 
which did permit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birth- N laß 
right, had this ſurpriſe of Happineſs in ſtote, well A 
knowing that Grief is the beſt Preparative for Joy. - 2 
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Con. I never found the true Sweets of Love, till 
this Romantick turn, dead and alive! my Stars are 
Poetical. For Heaven's fake; Sir, unriddle your For- 
tune. ö 
* . That my dear Brother muſt do; for he made 


Aur. Methinks I ſtand here like à Fool all this while: 
Wou'd I'had*ſome body or other to fay a fine thing 
or two to me. 

E. W. Madam, I begten.thonſand Pardons: I have 
my Excuſe in my Hand. 

Hur: My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. < 

E. . Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Ti- {Lac 
tle till I am better equipt for it: My Peerage wou d 1 
look 2 little ſhabby. in theſe Robes. - 


. 


* Con. 
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«Con. You have a good Excuſe, my Lord; you can 
Lear better when you pleaſe, 
rate E. W. | have a better Excuſe, Madam. Theſe 
give MY are the beſt 1 have. 
Con. How, my Lord? P 
»w I E. Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, I be- 
lere, the pooreſt Peer in England. —Hark'e, Aurelia, 
prithee lend me a Piece or two. 
Aur. Ha, ha, ha, poor Peer indeed ! he wants a 
Guinea. 
Con. I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 
E. W. Why ſo, Madam? 
cm. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand. 
E. . Generous Woman 


Enter Trueman. 
Ha, my Friend too! 
True, I'm glad to find you here, my Lord: Here's 
a current Report about Town that you were kill d. 
| was afraid it might reach this Family ; ſo I come 


laſt Poſt. 

Aur. I'm glad he's come; now it will be my turn, 
Couſin, 

True. Now, my Lord, I with you Joy; and ! ex- 
pet the ſame from you. 
E W. With all my Heart; bat upon what Score? 
True. The old Score, Marriage. 
E. . To whom? 
True. To a 2 Lady here. | 

[ Looking at Aurelia. 


ſo near as you imagine, Sir. 


ave True. The Lady mayn't be ſo near you imagine, 


Madam. 
| Aur. Don't miſtake me, Sir : 1 did not care if the 
Ti- Lady were in Mexico. . 
u'd True; Nar I neither, Madam. 


Aur. You're very ſhort, Sir. 6: 9. 5 tas 


0%, © b True. 


to diſprove the Story by your Letter to me by the 


Hur. Impudence ! [ 4ſfde.] The Lady mayn't be 
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True. The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, yo, 
know. 
Aur. Sir, you appear very differetit to me, from 
what you were lately. 
True. Madam, you appear very different to me, 
to what you were lately. 
Awr. Strange 
[This while Conſtance and Wou'dbe em. 
one another in dumb bew. 
True, Miraculous ! 
Au. | cou'd never have believ'd it. 
True Not I, as I hope to be ſav d. 
Aur. Il Manners ! 
True. Worſe. 
Aur. How have I deſerv'd it, Sir? 
True. How have I deſerv'd it, Madam? 
Aur. What? 


Aur. You. 

Aur. Riddles ! 

True. Women !— My Lord, you'll hear of me 
at White's, Farewel. [ Runs off. 

E. V. What, Trueman gone 

Aur. Yes. [ Walks about in diſorder, 


Con. Bleſs me; what's the matter, Couſin ? 

Aur. Nothing. 

Con. Why are you uneaſie? 

Aur, Nothing. 

Con. What ails you then ? 

Aur. Nothing. don't love the Fellow. 
yet to be affronted, [ can't bear it. 

[ Burſts out a crying, and run: of, 

Con. Your Friend, my Lord, has a ronted Aurelia. 

E. V. Impoſſible! His regard to · me were ſuffici· 
ent Security for his good Behaviour here, tho it 
were in his Nature to be rude elſewhere.— She has 
certainly us d him ill. 

Con Too well rather. 

E. . Too well! have a care, Madam; — that, 
with ſome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight. 


you Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never 


went farther than mine to you; and I ſhould take it 
om very ill to be abus d for it. 


E. V. Il follow him, and know the Cauſe of it. 
me, Con. No, my Lord, we'll follow her, and know 
it: Befides, your own Affairs with your brother re- 
quire you at preſent. [ Exeunt. 


me Sub, My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying 

; of, vith the Porter, who has private Orders from me 
to admit no body till you ſend him word, that we 

der, may have the more time to ſettle our Affairs. 

v. . "Tis a hard caſe, Mr. Subtlemen, that a Man 
can't enjoy his Right without all this Trouble. 
Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law 
now, what an Advantage it is to the Publick for ſe- 
+ {curing of Property. Had you not the Law o 

— © your fide, who knows what Devices might be pra- 
au d to defraud you of your Right=—<But I have 

; of, Mſecur'd all The Will is in true form; and you 

-elia, ¶ have two Witneſſes already to ſwear to the laſt Words 

fici- Y of your Father. 

o it T. . Then you have got another. 

e has WY Sb. Yes, yes, a right one ;——— and I ſhall pick 
up another time enough before the Term — And 
| have planted three or four Conſtables in the next 

that, Room, to take care of your Brother if he ſhou d be 

ight. I boiſterous. 5 


ACT IV. 
SCENE, Lord Wov'dbe's Houſe. 


Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


Y.W. Eturn'd! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 
him? He can't be return'd. 


I. . Then you think we are ſecure. * 
As. 
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Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes 
l go down, and give Ordeis for his Admit. 
tance. | 7 

V. . Unkind Brother i to diſturb me thus, juſt in 
the ſwing and ftretch of my full Fortune ! Where i; 
the Tye of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will d 
this? Had he bat ſtaid till Conffance had been mine, 
his Preſence or his Abſence had been then indifferent, 

OE Whoa 

Man. Well, my Lord, [Pants as out of Breath. 
you'll nc'er be ſatisfied till you have broke my poor 
Heart. I have had ſuch ado yonder about you with 
Madam Conſtanc— but ſhe's our own. 

Y. W. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, 
I'm afraid we are routed in that Quarter : my Bro- 
ther's come home. | 

Man. Your Brother come home; then I'll go tr 
yel. 125 - [ Going, 
V. . Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure; we 
have provided for his Reception; your Nephew Sub- 
tema has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate. 

Man. Ay, 'Subtleman is a pretty thriving ingen> 
aus Boy. Little do you think who is the Father of 
him. I'll tell you; Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in 
Lombard- ſtrest. RES 
. W. Moabite the Jew. 

Man. You ſhall hear, my Lord : —— One Ever 
mg, as I was very grave in my own Houſe, read- 
ing the——Weekly Preparation : Ay, it was the 
Weekly Preparation, | do remember particularly well 
— - What hears me I——but pat, pat, pat, very foft- 
ly at the Door. Come in, cries I, and preſently 
enters Mr. Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug Chair, the 
Windows cloſe drawn, and it was a fine young Vir- 
gin juſt upon the point of being deliver'd.— We 
were all in a great hurly burly for a while to be ſure; 
but our Production was a fine Boy. I had fifty 


Guineas for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up very 
Ta, plac'd in her Chair, and re-convey'd to ti 
| P 
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place ſhe came from. Who ſhe was, or what the 
was, I cou'd never learn, tho' my Maid ſaid that 
the Chair went thro' the Park but the Child was 
left with me. The Father wou'd have made a 
Jew on't preſently, but I ſwore, if he committed 
fuch a Barbarity on the Infant, that I would diſco- 
ver all, So I had him brought up a good Chii- 
ftian, and bound Prentice to an Attorney, 

Y. W. Very well! 

Man. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fel- 
low in London that knows as little of their true Fa- 
ther and Mother as he does: I have had ſeveral ſuch 
Jobbs in my time ; there was one Scorch No- 
bleman that brought me four in half a year. 

Y. V. Four! and how were they all provided for? 

Man. Very handſomely indeed ; they were two 


Sons and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the 


firſt Troop of Guards, and the other is a very pretty 
Fellow, and his Father's Valet de Chambre. 
. * And what is become of the Daughters, 
ray? | 
; Man. Why, one of 'em is a Manteau-maker, and 
the youngeſt has got into the Play-Houſe. — Ay, ay, 
my Lord, let Sabtleman alone, T'll warrant he'il 
manage your Brother: Adſmylife, here's ſomebody 


coming, I wou'd not be ſeen. 


V. V. Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon 
the Stairs; adſo, get into this Cloſet till he be gone. 
| [Shuts her into the Cloſet. 


Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman: 
My Brother! deareſt Brother, welcome 
[Runs and embraces him. 

E. . I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe I wou'd return 
your falſe Embrace. 

V. W. Falſe embrace! ſtill ſuſpicious of me! I 
thought that five years abſence might have cool'd the 
unmanly Heats of our childiſh Days ; that I am 
overjoy'd at you Return, let this teſtify, this Mo- 

10 ment 
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ment I reſign all Right and Title to your Honou;, 


and ſalute you, Lord. m 

E. . I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy my E. 
Right; here I am Lord and Maſter without your Re- fy 
ſignation; and the firſt uſe | make of my Authority, wi 
is, to difcard that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at the 17 
Door. Where is my Steward? [Enter Clearaccount.] 
Mr. Clearaccount, let that pamper'd Sentinel below 
this Minute be diſcharg'd. — Brother, I wonder you La 
cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones about 
yuu, and leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fed La 
you from their Hives, to ſtarve for want. ——Steward, are 
look to't; if I have not Diſcharges for every Farthing the 
of my Father's Debts upon my Toylet to morrow the 


Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipſtaff, I can aſſure to l 
you. 
V. W. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large in l 


a Power, methinks, o'er my Family. thri! 
E. W. Your Family! a Hea 
Y. W. Yes, my Family; you have no Title to V 

Lord it here. — Mr. Clearaccount, you know your you! 

Maſter, be p 
E. . How! a Combination againft me !-—-Bro- at ar 

ther, take heed how you deal with one that, cauti- ſum! 

ous of your Falthood, comes prepar'd to meet your E 

Arts, and can retort your Cunning to your Infamy : Wes 

Your black, unnatural Defigns againſt my Life, be- if ſo 

fore | went abroad, my Chatity can pardon; but my Brot! 

Piudence muſt remember to guard me from your Su 

Nialice for the future, E. 
v. “/. Our Father's weak and fond ſurmiſe ! which $4 

he upon his Deathk-bed own'd ; and to recompenſe E. 

me for that injur ous, unnatural Suſpicion, be left , A 

me ſole Heir to his Eſtate. Now, my Lord, wy 

Houſe and Servants are——at your Service. E. 


E. W. Villainy beyond Example! have | not Let- V. 
ters from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, Wing af 
where he repeats his Fears for my Return, leſt it 
ſhould again expoſe me to your Hatred? 


Sab. 
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ub. Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, no Proofs, 
my Lord; they won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive 
Evidence: Here is your Father's Will, ſignatum c 
ivillarum, beſides his laſt Words to confirm it, to 
which I can take my poſitive Oath in any Court of 
Weſtminſter. 

E. . What are you, Sir? 

Sub, Of Clifford's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the 
Law. 

E. /. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the 
Law, bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now 
are nouriſh'd on the ſame Corruption that produc'd 
thee.— The Enzliſh Law, as planted firit, was like 
the Engliſh Oak, thooting its ſpreading Arms around, 
to (helter all that dwelt beneath its Shade: but 
now whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang 
in ſuch Cluſters upon every Branch, that the once 
thriving Tree now ſheds infectious Vermin on our 
Heads. ; 

Y. W. My Lord, 1 have ſome Company above; if 
your Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we (hall 
be proud of the Honour! if not, I mall attend you 
at any Court of Judicature, whenever you pleate to 
ſum mon me. | Going, 

E. W. Hold, Sir, perhaps my Father's dving 
Weakneſs was impos'd on, and he has lett him Heir; 
if fo, his Will shall frecly be obey'd. [ 4ſcde. 
Brother, you ſay you have a WI. : 

Sub. Here it is. (He wving 4 Parehment. 

E. J. Let me ſee it. | 

Sub. There's no Precedent for that, my Lord. 

E., Upon my Honour, I' rettore it. 

V. . Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't. 

ales it from Sub. and puts it in his Pocket. 

F. . This over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious. 
V. Seven thouſand Pound a year is worth look- 
ng after, 

E. /. Therefore you can't take it ill that I am a 
itte inquiſitive about it. Have you Witneſſes 
0 prove my Father's 9 

2 Y, W. 
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Y. W. A Couple in the Houſe. 

E. W. Who are they ? 

Sub. Witneſle:, my Lord! —— Tis unwarran- 
table to enquire into the Metits of the Cauſe out of 
Court; — my Client ſhall anſwer no mote Que- 
ſtions. 

E. . Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfatory Account 
of his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the 
quiet Enjoyment of his Right, without troubling any 
Court with the Buſineſs; I therefore deſite to know 
what kind of Perſons are theſe Witneſſes. 

Sub. Oho, he's a coming about, [ 4ſide. [I told 
your Lordſhip already, that I am one, another is in 
the Houſe, one of my Lord's Footmen. 

E. . Where's this Footman ? 

V. V. Forth coming, 

E. . Produce him. 

Sub, That I ſhall preſently. The Day's our 
own, Sir; [To V. N.] but you ſhall engage firſt to atk 
him no croſs Queſtions, [Exit Sub. 

E. W. I am not ſkill'd in ſuch: But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me? left me nothing! 

V. W. Truly, my Lord, nothing: He ſpoke 
but little, left no Legacies. 

E. W. Tis ſtrange; he was extremely juſt, and 
loy'd me too; but perhaps 

Enter Subtleman with Teague. 

Sub. My Lord, here's another Evidence. 

E. V. Teague! 

Y. V. My Brother's Servant! 

[ They all four ſtare upon one another. 

Sub. His Servant! : 

Tea. Maiſhter ! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh 
[Chinks Money.) for being an Evidenſh, dear Joy; 
an he me ſhoule, I will give the half of it to you, 
if you will give me your Permiſſion to make ſweat 
againſt you. : 

E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy 
of the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery * 
Teague my very Servant! ſure I dream. 


Tea. 
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Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh; I'm 
ſure the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for I have been 
taaking with dem diſh half hour. 

Y. IV. Ignorant, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd 
me; why had not I a fight of him before ? 

Sub. I thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant 
to be a Knave. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy..—l can 
be a Knave as well as you, fen I tink it conveniency. 

E V. Now Brother! Speechleſs! Your Oracle too 
filenc'd ! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime? Bur I ſcorn to inſult. — Let 
Diſappointment be your Puniſhment: But for your 
Lawyer there, ——Teagze, lay hold of him. 

sub. Let none dare to attack me without a legal 
Warrant. 

Tea. Attach! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach your 
but I can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion 
of Ireland. [ Takes Subtleman by the Throat. 

Sub. An Aſſault! an Aſſault! 

Tea. No, no, 'tiſh noting but choaking, noting 
but choaking. 

E. V. Hold him faſt, Teague—————- Now, Sir, [To 
V. W.] becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have 
betray'd me; and becauſe I am your Brother, I for- 
give it — diſpoſe your ſelf as you think fit. —['ll 
order Mr. Clearaccount to give you a thouſand Pounds. 
Co take it, and pay me by your Abſence. 

V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had 
my Deſigns ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you 
the Weight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept 
none, — As for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be Pil- 
lory'd, not for his Cunning in deceiving you, but 
for his Ignorance in betraying me. The Villain 
a1s defrauded me of Seven thouſand Pounds a Year. 
Farewel. [ Going 
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Enter Mandrake out of the Cloſet, runs to V. W. 

and kneels.. 

Man. My Lord, my dear Lord Wos dbe, I beg you 
ten thouſand Pardons, 

Y. W. What Offence haſt thou done to me? 

Man, An Offence the moit injurious l have hi- 
therto conceal'd a Secret in my Breaſt, to the Offence 
of Juſtice, and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your 
true Right and Title. You, Benjamin Mou dbe, with 
the crooked Back, are the eldeſt horn, and true Heir 
to the Eſtate and Dignity. 

Om. How! 

Tea. Arah, how ? 

Man. None, my Lord, can tell better than I, who 
brought you both into the World My deceas'd 
Lord, upon the fight of your Deformity, engag d me, 
by a contiderable Reward, to ſay you were the |alt 
born, that the beautiful Twin, likely to be the grea- 
ter Ornament to the Family, might ſucceed him in 
his Honour. This Secret my Conſcience has 
long ftruggled with. Upon the News that you 
were left Heir to the Eftate, I thought Juſtice was ſa- 
tified, and I was reſolv'd to keep it a Secret till; 
but by ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what palſs'd juſt 
now, my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and | was 
forc'd to declare the Truth. 

V. V. By all my former Hopes, I cou'd have worn 
it: | found the Spirit of Elderſlzp in my Blood; my 
Pulfes beat, and ſwelld for Sentority.——Mr. Herma m3 
ou dòe, — i'm your moſt humble Servant. my 

; Fei no 

E. V. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name: ten 


of which I am prouder than of all Titles that Ho. e 
nour gives, or Flattery beſtows. — But thou, v1] ma 
Bubble, putt up with the empty Breath of ihat nm”? 7 
empty Woman; to let thee fee how I diſpite 0 8 
Pride, 1] call tiiee Lord, dreſs thee up in Pit T 
a King at Arms; you ſhall be blazon'd round, ) ne 


zu; Chwch in Holland thy Pageantry ſball ex e E 
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the Lord - Mayor's ; and yet this Hermes, plain Hermes, 
{hall deſpiſe thee. 

Sub, Well, well, this is nothing to the purpoſe.— 
Miſtreſs, will you make an Afﬀidavit of what you- 
have laid, before a Maſter in Chancery? 

Man. That I can, tho' Iwere to die the next mi- 
nute after it. 

Tea. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the rex 
minute after dat. 

E. W. All this is trifling: I muſt purge my Houſe 
of this Neſt of Villainy at once. Here, Teague, 
''Vhiſpers Teague] go, make haſte. 

Tea. Dat | can.——{ 4s he runs out V. W. flops him. 

Y. W. Where are you going, Sir? 

Tea. Only for a Pot o: Ale, dear Joy, for you and 
my Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

v. . You lie, Sirrah. 

Tea. Fet, I do fo. 

E. W. What Violence to my Servant! Nay, then 
Inu force him a Paſſage. 

Sub. An Aflauit, an Aſſault upon the Body of a 
Peer. Within there ! 


[ Puſhes him back. 


Enter three or four Conſtables, one of 'em with a Plack 
Patch on his Eye, They di arm E. W. and ſecure 
Teague. 

E. W. This Plot was laid for my Reception. Un- 
hand me, Conſtable. | 

Y. / Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is 
mad; he's poffeſs'd with an odd Frenſie, that he's 

my Brother, and my el4er too: So, becauſe | wou 4 

not very willingly reſign my Houſe and Eftate, he at- 

tempted to murder me. 
Sub. Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow; Ee 
made an Aſſault upon my Body, wi e& arms. 
Tea. Arah, fat is dat wy at arm: ? 
Sub, No matter, Sirrah; I ſhall have you hang'd. 
Tea. Hang'd! dat is noting, dear Joy; We 
ne us'd tot. | 
E. W. Unhand me, Villains, or by all 
S 4 Tea; 
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Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear; we 
ſhail be had in the Croon- Offith: You know dere 1{} 
Sharpers about us, | Looking about on em that hold him. 

V. W. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 
away with em. 

L. W. Hold. 

Conſt. No, no, force him away. 

[They all hurry off, manent T. W. and Mandrake. 

V. 1. Now, my cear Propheteſs, My Stbyl ; by 
all my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you 
have ſpoken the truth.—-l am the Elder. 

Man. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true, 
| wou'd not wrong my Conſcience neither: For, 
faith and troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were 
born above three quarters of an hour after him. 
but 1 don't much care if | do ſwear that you are the 
eldrit. What a Bleſſing it was that I was in the 
Clolet at that pinch. Had I not come out that Mo- 
ment, you wou'd have ſneakt off; your Brother had 
been in Poſſeſſion, and then we had loſt all; but now 
you are eſtabliſh d: Poſſeſſion gets you Money, that 
gets you Law, and Law you know —— Down on 
your Knees, Sirrah, and atk me Bleſling. 

V. U. No, my dear Mother, I'll give thee a Ble{- 
ſing, a Rent-charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, 
upon what part of the Eftate you will, during your 
Life. 

Man. Thank you, my Lord: That five Hun- 
dred a Year will afford me a leiſurely Lite, and 
a handiome Retirement in the Countrey, where | 


mean to repent me of my Sins, and die a good Clui- 


ſtian: For Heaven knows, I am old, and ought to 
bethink me of another Life. — Have you none of 
the Cordial left that we had in the Morning? 


V. /. Yes, yes, we'll go to the Fountain head. 
[ Exennt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Teague. 

Tea, Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Bu- 
iineſs indeed; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants 
muſt (huffer for it. I am Priſhoner in the Conſta- 
ble's Houſe, be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch 
fome Bail for my Maiſhter; but foo ſhall bail poor 
Teague agra ? 


Enter Conſtance. 
Oh, dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love, Indeed, I fear 
diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. 

Con, Who's here? Teague? | He turns from her. 

Tea. Deel tauke her, I did tought ſhe cou'd not 
know me agen. [Conſtance gces about to look him in 
the Face. He turns from her.] Diſh ith not ſhivil, be 
me Shoule, to know a Shentleman fither he will or 
no. 

Con. Why this, Teague? What's the mattter? Are 
you aſham'd of me, or your ſelf, Teague ? 

Tea, Of bote, be me Shoule. 

Con. How does your Maſter, Sir? 

Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and in Priſhon, 

Con. In Priſon! how? where? 

Tea. Why, in the little Baſhtile yonder, at the end 
of the Street. 

Con. Shew me the way imediately; 

Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Hooſe yonder : She 
yonder; be me Shoule I ſhe his Faace yonder pe<3- 
ing troo the Iron Glaſs Window, 

Con. I'll fee him, tho' a Dungeon were his Con- 
finement. | [runs out 

Tea. Ah auld kindneſh, be me ſhoule, can- 
not be forgotten, Now, if my Maiſhter had bus 
Graſh enough to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd 
80 for two; and the wou d bail him and I bote. 

Exit. 
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SCENE, 4 Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. fieruy 


writing. | 


E. W. The Tow'r confines the Great, 
The Spunging- Howſe the Poor; 
Thus there are Degrees of State 


That ev'n the Wretched muſt endure; 
Virgil, the cheriſhed in Courts, | 

Relates but a: ſplenatick Tale, K 
Cervantes Revels and Sports, , 


Altho' he writ in 4 Jail. 


Then hang Reflexions, [Starts up.] I'll go write x 
Comedy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lieutenant 
of the Tower that I would ſpeak with him. 


Enter Conſtable. 1 

Conſt. Ah, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th' 
Tower ! Ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your 
Words good, Maſter. 

E. W. Why? am not I a Priſoner here? I know 
it by the ſtately Apartments. —-What is that, pray, 
that hangs ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder ? 

Conſt. Vonder! tis Cobweb, Sir. 

E. W. Tis falſe, Sir: tis as fine Tapeſtry as any 
in Europe. 

Conſt, The Devil it is. 

E. W. Then your Damaſk Bed, here; the Flowers 
are ſo bold, I took em for Embroidery ; and then 
the Head- work! Point de Venice, I proteſt. 

Conſt. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, | 
muſt confeſs; and tho' the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, 
yet I can aſſure you, Sir, that many. an honeſt Gen- 
tleman has lain in them, 

E. W. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two Indian Piece: 
coſt, that are fixt up in the Corner of the Room. 

Confl. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they 
wg. my old Jack-Boots, . my. Militia Boots, E 
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E. V. I took em for two China Jars, upon my 
Word: But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that 
theſe things ſhou'd be as they are ? 

Conſt. Content! ay, Sir. 

E. / Why then (ſhould I complain ? 

(One calls within. 

[Wit hin.] Mr. Conftable, here's a Woman will 
force her way upon us: We can't ſtop her, 

Conſt. Knock her down then, knock her down; 
let no Woman come up, the Man's mad enough a- 
ready, 


5 


Ta} 


Enter Conſtance ? 

Con. Who dares oppoſe me? 
dite | Throws him a handful of Atoney, 

nant Conſt, Not I truly, Madam. 
[ Gathers wp the Money. 
E. V. My Conſtance! my Guardian Angel here 

Then nought can hurt me. | 

oth Conſt. Hark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to 
your be a Damaſk Bed for half an hour, it you pleaſe. — 
Con, No, no, Sir, your Priſoner muſt along with: 


know WM e. ; : , 
pray, Conſt, Ay! faith, the Woman's madder than the 
er? Man. 

8 = Enter Trueman and Teague. 


E. . Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that 
many a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his- 
ower Palace, as I have here in Priſon, two ſuch 
| then Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. 

True, My Lord, juſt as | heard of your Confine- 
and, I ment, I was going to make my ſelf a Priſoner. Be- 
ſoil'd, * the Fetters; I had juſt bought the Wedding» 
| , Ing. 
on Con, I hope they are golden Fetters, Captain ? 
Pieces True, They weigh Four thouſand Pound, Madam, 
m. beſides the Purſe which is worth a Million, — My 
they Lord, this very Evening * I to be marry'd 4 

+ de 
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the News of your Misfortune has ſtopt me: I we'd 
not gather Roſes in a wet Hour. 

E. . Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the 
Thoughts of your good Fortune will make me eaſie, 
more than my own can do, if purchaſed by your Diſ- 
appointment. 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to 
the Bed of Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel ——. 
Here, where is this Conſtable 2 How dare you do 
this, inſolent Raſcal ? 

Conſt. Inſolent Raſcal! do you know who you 
ſpeak to, Sir? * 

True. Yes, Sirrah, don't I call you by your pro- 
per Name? How dare you confine a Peer of the 
Realm ? | 

Conſt. Peer of the Realm! you may give good 
Words tho”, I hope. 

. E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he 
did but his Duty; I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guiness 
for his Pains. 

Conf. No, I had but ten. 

E. 17. Hark'e, Trueman, this Fellow muſt be-ſooth'd, 
He'll be of uſe to us; | mult employ you too in this 
Afﬀair with my Brother. 

True. Say no more, my Lord, I'll cut his Throat, 

tis but flying the Kingdom. 
E. W. No, no, 'twill be more Revenge to worſt 
him at his own Weapons. Cou'd | but force him out 
of his Garriſon, that I might get into Poſſeſſion, his 
Claim wou'd vaniſh immediately. Does my Bro- 
ther know you ? 

True. Very little if at al!. 

E. W. Hark'e. [ Whiſpers, 

True. It (hall be done; Look'e, Conſtable, 


you're drawn into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove 
your Deſtruction if you don't change Sides immedt- 
ately; ——We deſire no Favour, but the uſe of your 
Coat, Wig, and Staff, for half an Hour. 

Conſt. Why truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this 


Centle woman, that I know to be * Nene 
* i 
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that he is a Lord, and | heartily beg his Worſhip's 
pardon, andif I can do your Honour any Service, your 
Grace may command me. 

E. W. I'll reward you, but we muſt have the black 
Patch for the Eye too. 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan ; here fet, 'tis 
2 Plaiſhter for a ſhore Finger, and I have worn it but 
twice. 

Con. But pray, Captain, what was your Quar- 
rel at Aurelia to Day? 

True. With your Permiſſion, Madam, we'll mind 
my Lord's Buſineſs at preſent; when that's done, 
we'll mind the Lady's. My Lord, I ſhill make 
an excellent Conſtable ; I never had the Honour of 
a civil Employment before: We'll equip our ſelves 
in another Place, Here, you Prince f Darkneſs, have 
you ne'er 4 better Room in your Houſe, theſe Irons 
Cates frighten the Lady. 

Conſt. | have a handſome, neat Parlour below, 
Sir. 

True. Come along then, you mult conduct us. — 
We don't intend to be out of your Sight, that you 
mayn't be out of ours. Aſide. | Exeunt.. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment. 


Enter Aurelia in 4a Paſſion, Richmore followzng. 

Aur. Follow me not; Age and Deformity,, 
with Quiet, were preferable to this vexatious Perſe- 
cution; for Heav'n's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have 
Jever (ſhewn to vindicate this Preſumption of yours. 

Rich. You ſhew it now, Madam; your Face, your 
Wit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo e- 
ven the Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching 
Pleaſure of your Company. 

Aur. Then be aſſur'd, Sir, you ſhall reap no o- 
ther Benefit by my Company; and if you think it a 
Pleaſure to be conſtantly lighted, ridicul'd, and af- 
fronted, you. ſhall have Admittance to ſuch Entet- 
ainment whenever you will. — — = 

* — Rick 
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Rich, I take you at your Word, Madam; I wm 
arm'd with Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your 
Severity, and your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Re- 
fignation can bear much longer than your Rigour can 
inflict. 

Aur. That is, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency 
will preſume much longer than my Honour can re. 
fiſt Sir, you migbt have ſpar'd the unmannery 
Declaration to my Face, having already taken care 
to let me know your Opinion of my Virtue, by your 
impudent Settlement, propos'd by Mrs. Mandrake, 

Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſ:!; 
this ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand, [ Takes her 
Hand.) ſhall write its own Conditions, 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this Srrikes him.] and 
if you like the Terms, you ſhall have more another 
time. . Exit. 

Rich. Death and Madneſs ! a Blow Twenty 
thouſand Pound Sterling for one Night's Revenge up- 
on her dear, proud, diſdainful Perſon— Am [ rich 
as many a Sovereign Prince, wallow in Wealth, vet 
can't command my Pleaſure— Woman lf 
mw be Power in Gold, I yet ſhall triumph o'er thy 

ride, | 


Enter Mandrake, 
Man, O' my troth, and fo you ſhall, if I can help 


t. 

Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 
Gold, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; al 
ſhall be yours, make me but happy in this preſump- 
tuous Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avarice can 
crave ; if not, Il murder thee and my ſelf too. 
* Your Bounty is too large, too large indeed, 

r. 

Rich, Too large! no, tis Beggary without he— 
Lordſhips, Manors, Acres, Rents, Tithes and Trecs, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 

Man. Say no more, this Night Il put you in a 
way. | 11 
Rich, 
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Nich. This Night? 

Man. The Lady's Aunt is very near her Time 
ſhe goes abroad this Evening a viſiting ; in the mean 
time | ſend to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen. 
in Labour at my Houſe : She comes in a hurry, and. 
then 

Rich. Shall I be there to meet her? 

Man. Perhaps. 

Rich. In a private Room ? 

Man, Mum. 

Rich. No Creature to diſturb us? 

Man. Mum, I ſay, but you muſt give me your 
Word not to raviſh her; nay, I can tell you, ſhe 
won't be raviſh'd. 

Rich. Raviſh! Ler me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Poc- 
ket, and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth 
fifteen hundred Pound? III dot, 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide 

Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride ; 
The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 

The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain ; 

Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt 

In Triumph when the Extaſie is paſt, E xeunt. 


The End. of the Fourth ACT. 
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ACT: vV. 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe 


Young Wou'dbe ſolus, 


Y. W. C\Hew me that proud Stoick that can hex 

Succeſs and Champain, Philoſophy can ſup- 
Port us in hard Fortune, but who can have Patience 
in Proſperity 2 The Learned may talk what they wil 
of human Bodies, but I am ſure there was not one 
Atom in mine, but what is truly Epicurean, My 
Brother is ſecur'd, I guarded with my Friends, my 
lewd and honeſt Midaight Friends Holla, who 
waits there? 


Enter Servant 

Ser. My Lord! 

Y. W. A freſh Battalian of Bottles to re-inforce the 
Ciſtern. Are the Ladies come? 

Ser. Half an Hour ago. my Lord — they're be- 
low in the Bathing Chamber. 

Y. W. Where did you light on em? 

Ser. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my 
Lord I found another very melancholy paring 
her Nails by Roſamond's Pond, and a Couple I got 
at the Chequer Alehouſe in Helbourn ; the two laſt 
came to Town Yeſterday in a Weſt Country Waggon. 

V. W. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear? And bid the Swrſs admit no 
Stranger without acquainting me [Exit Servant. 
Now Fortune I defie thee, this Night's my own at 
leaſt. [ Re-enter Servant, 

Ser. My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
black Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lord- 
ſhip in all haſke, 1 


Br 
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v. W. Ha! the Conſtable ! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 
now? bid him come up, I fear ſome curſed 
Chance to thwart me. 


Fnter Trueman in the Conſlable's Clothes, 

True. Ah! My Lord, here is lad News——your 
Brother is 

. . Got away, made his Eſcape, I warrant you, 

True. Worſe, worie, my Lord. 

Y. . Worſe, worſe ! What can be worſe 2 

True. I dare not ſpeak it. 

v. . Death and. Hell, Fellow, don't diſtract me. 

True. He's dead. 

v. W. Dead! 

True. Poſitively. 

Y. W. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 

True. Villain, I underſtand you. [ Afide. 

Y. W. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? Speak it a- 
loud, kill me with the Relation, | 

True, I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was 
very melancholy upon his Confinement, and ſo he 
deſir d me to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard 
by here, may-hap your Worſhip may know her. 

V. W. At the gilt Balcony in the Square? 

True, The very ſame, a ſmart Woman truly——T 
went for her my ſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag'd, 
not ſhe truly, the wou'd not come Wou'd you 
delieve it, my Lord, at the hearing of this, the poor 
Man was like to drop down dead. 

Y. W. Then he was but likely to drop dead ? 

True. Wou'd it were no more. Then | left him, 
and coming about two Hours after, 1 found him 
hang d in his Sword-Belt. 

V. W. Hang'd ! 

True. Dangling. 

V. V. Le Coup declat ! Done like the nobleſt Roman 
of 'em all; but are you ſure he's paſt all Recovery ; 
Did you ſend for no Surgeon to bleed him? 

True. No, my Lord, | forgot that=—but II ſend 
immediately. 


.. 


| 
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V. W. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now. 
38 and the Lady wou d not come, yay 

"Do Not a ſtep wou'd ſhe ftir. 

V. . Inhumane! batbarous ! —— dear, delicion 
Woman, thou now art mine Wbere is the Body, 
Mr. Conſtable, I muſt fee it. 

True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Par 
tour; there's a Power of Company come in, 2nd + 
mong the reſt one, one, one Trueman, I think they 
call him, a deviliſh hot Fellow, he had hk'd to bie 

ull'd the Houſe down about our Ears, and ſwear 

told him he ſhould pay tor ſwearing he ge 
me a flap in the Face, ſaid he was in the Army, and 
had a Commiſſion for't. | 

Y. V Capt. Trueman; A bluſtering kind of Rake. 
helly Officer. 

True, Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that 
we pay Wages to for being knockt o'th' head for us. 

Y.W. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only 
Brains to be knock'd our. 

True. Son of a Whore, [ Aſide ] He's a plaguy im- 
pudent Fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were 
the greateſt Villain upon the Earth. 

V. W. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my 
Face, Mr. Conſtable, | 

True, No, no, hang him, he ſald it behind your 
Back to be fure——and he iwore moreover.—tH:ve 
2 care, my Lord, —he ſwore that he wou'd cui yuur 
Throat whenever he met you. 

V. W. Will you ſwear that you heard him fay io? 

True. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me: 
3 the very Words that I (peak to your Lord 

ip. 

V. w. Well, well, Til manage him — But now | 
think on't, I won't go to ſee the Body; it will but 
encreaſe my Grief. Mr. Conftable, do you lend 
for the Coroner: They muſt find him Now Comps: 
He was mad before, you know. Here ſome- 


thing. for your Trouble. [ Gives More? 
: J. 
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True. Thank your Honour, But pray, my Lord 
have a Care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut 
your Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will dot. 

Y. W. Never fear, never fear. 

True. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will cer- 
tinly do't. Pray have a Care. [Exar. 

Y. W. Well, well, ——ſfo,--the Devil's int if 1 
ben't the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relati- 
ons have I had here? My Father takes a Fit of the 
Apoplexy, makes a Face and goes off one way; my 
Brother takes a Fit of the Spleen, makes a Face and 
goes off t'other way. Well, I muſt own he has 
found the way to mollifie me, and I do love him 
now with all my Heart; fince he was lo very civil to 
juſtle into the World before me, I think he did very 
civilly to juſtle out of it before me — But now my 
Joys! Without there——hollu—=take off the lyquifiti- 
en of the Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. 


The Wolf is dead, the Shephards may go play: 
Eaſe fellows Care; ſo rowls the World away. 


Tis a Queſtion whether Adyetſity or Proſperity makes 
the moſt Poets. 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, and 
waits for an Anſwer. 

V. . Nothing from the Eliſian Fields, I hope. (O- 
pening the Letter.) What do | tee, CONSTANC E? 
Spells and Magick in every Letter of the Name — 
Now for the lweet Contents. | 


1 Lord, I'm pleas'd to hear of your happy Change 
„/ Fortune, and ſhall he glad to ſee your Lordſhip 
e Evening to wiſh you Joy. | | 


CONSTANCE. 


Now the Devil's in this Mandrake; ſhe told me this. 


Afternoon that the Wind was chopping about; _- 
TE 
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has it got into the warm Corner already ? Here, my 
Coach and fix to the Door: Il vifit my Sultana in 
State. As for the Seraglio below Stairs, you, my 
Baſhaws, may poſſeſs em. (Ext, 


SCENE, The Street. Teague with 4 Lanthory, 
Trueman in the Conſtable's Habit following. 
True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way; 
we have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houſe, 

Tea. Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of 
my ways; for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever 4 
fince he was borned. ; I 

True. Hold up the Lanthorn : What Sign is that? .! 
The St. Albans Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, . 
you have led me directly to St. Fame's- Square, when the. 
you ſhou'd have gone towards S940 | Shrieking within.) 
Hark! What Noiſe is that over the way? a Woman; 1 
Cry! 

Tea. Fet is i. ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs I be- 
lieve, that has no mind to be reliev'd. 

True. Il uſe the Privilege of my Office to know 
what the Matter is. 

Tea, Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat 
iſh not the way home. 

Within.]— Help, Help, Murder! Help. 8 
Tea. Ha! Here muſt be Miſchie.— Within there, IMF 
open the Door in the King's Name, or I'll force it o- 

pen. Here, Teague, break down the Door. 
[Teague takes the Staff, thumps at the Door. 

Te. Deel taake him, I have knock fo long as I am 
able. Arah, Maiſhter, get a great long Ladder to 
get in the Window of the firſht Room, and ſho open 
the Door, and let in your ſhelf, 

Within] Help, help, help. 

True, Knock harder, let's raiſe the Mob. 

ea. O Maiſhter, | have tink juſt now of a brave 
Invention to make dem come out; and be St. Par- 
rick, dat very Buſhine's did maike my nown ſheitf and 


my Fader run like the Devil out of my nown Hoole 
in 


. 
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in my nown Countrey : — me Shoule, ſet the 


ne n Hoole a- fre. 
pes. Enter 1 Mob. 
Sh” Mob. What's the matter, Maſter Conſtable ? 
True. Gentlemen, I command your Aſſiſtance in 


de King's Name, to break into the Houſe : There 
is Murder cry'd within. 

Mob. Ay, iy, break open the Door. 
ut of [Mandrake at the Balcony. 
Man. What Noiſe is that below? 
Tea. Arah, vat Noiſe iſh dat above? 
that? Aan. Only a poor Gentlewoman in Labour. 
Fool, wil be over preſently Here, Mr. Conſtable; 
when mere's ſomething for you to drink. 
thin.) [Throws down a Purſe, Teague takes it up. 

Tea, Come, Maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, 

he me Shoule, [ Going] Arah, if you vill play the 
Conſtable right now, tet you will come away, 
True. No, no; there mult be Villainy by this Bribe : 
ho lives in this Houſe ? 
Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife ; tis none of our 
Buſineſs : Let us be gone. 


[ Aurelia at the Window. 
Aur. Gentlemen, dear Gentlemen, help: a Rape, 
a Rape, Villainy. 
True. Ha! That Voice I know Give me the 
Staff; I'll make a Breach, I warrant you. 
Ts | Breaks open the Door, and all go in. 


SCENE changes to the inſide of the Houſe, 


Re-enter Trueman and Mob. 
True. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houſe ; let 
lot a Soul eſcape. 


nter Aurelia running with her Hair abous her Ears, 

| and out of Breath. 

ole Aur, Dear Mr. Conſtable, had you——ſtaid but 
in Moment longer, I had been ruined. 


Trut. 


- True, Aurelia! Are you ſafe, Madam? 
Aur. Yes, yes; I am dafe——] think——but with 
enough ado: He's a Deviliſh ftrong Fellow. 
True. Where is the Villain that attempred it? 
Aur. Pſhaw, — never mind the Villain; — look 
out the Woman of the Houſe, the. Devil, the Mon- 
ter, that decoy'd me hither. 


Enter Teague, haling in Mandrake by the Hair. 

Tea. Be me Shonl, I have taaken my Shaar of the 
Plunder. Let me ſhe far l have gotten, | Takes her 10 the 
Light.] Ububbco, a Witch, a Witch; the very ſaam 
Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the youngeſt. 

True. How! Mandrake! This was the Juckick 
Diſguiſe Come, my dear Proſerpine, Il take 
care of you. 

Man. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. 

True. No, no; Lil talk with you before a Magi- 
ſtrate. ——A Cart, Bridewell, you underſtand me 
Teague, let her be your Priſoner, I'll wait on this 
Lady. | 

Aur. Mr. Conſtable, I'll reward you. 

Tea. It iſh convenient noo by the Law of Armſh, 
that | ſearch my Prifhoner, for fear (ſhe may have 
ſome Pocket-Piſhtols: Dere is a Joak for you. 

[ Searches her Pocket, 

Man. Ah! don't uſe an old Woman ſo barb> 
roufly. 

Tea Dear Joy, den ſy vere you aa old Woman? 
Dit is your Falt, not mine, Joy! Uboo, here iſh 
noting but ſcribble ſcrabble Papers, I tink. 

i| Pulls out a handful of Letters, 

True. Let me ſee em; they may be of Ule —— 
[ Looks over the Letters,] For Mr. Richmore — Ah 
Does he traffick hereabouts ? 

Aur. That is the Villain that would have abus'd 
me. 

True. Ha! Then he has abus'd you; Villain in- 
deed !— Was his Name Richmore, Miſtreſs? a lully 
handſom Man? | | 
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Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame: a luſty, ugly Fel- 


w. . 
"True. Let me ſee—— whoſe Scrawl is this? [Opens 


he 1 * Death and Confuſion to my fight; Cle- 
4! My Bride! —— His Whore I've paſt a 
recipice unſeen, which to look back upon, ſhivers 
pe with Terror. This Night, this very Mo- 
nent, had not my Friend been in Confinement, had 
zot | worn this Drets, had not Aurelia been in Dan- 
er, had not Teague found this Letter, had the leaft 
muteſt Circumſtance been omitted, what a Monſter 


ouſe ſtill, think'e ? 

Aur. 'Tis very probable he may. 
True. Very well. —— Teague, take theſe Ladies o- 
er to the Tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you. 
Madam, [Te Aurelia.] fear no Injury,,—your 
riends are near you. | 
Aur. What does he mean ? 

Tea. Come, dear Joy, I vil give you a Pot of 
Vine, out of your own Briberies here. 

[ Hales out Mandrake. Exit Aurelia and Mob, 


b, : Manet Trueman. 


Enter Richmore. 

t. Nil. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs 
+ Fellow, III try what my Authority can do. 
Vhat's the meaning of this Riot, Conſtable? I have 
1? De Commiſſion of the Peace, and can command 
h eu. Go about your Buſineſs, and leave your Pri- 
bners with me, | 
„ Tre. No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhall go about their 
— Wines, and I'll be left with you——Look's, Ma- 
er, we don't uſe to make up theſe Matters before 
ompany : So you and | muſt be in private a . 

'd You ſay, Sir, that you are a Juſtice cf P-<:ce, 
Rich, Yes, Sir; I have mv Commiſſion in moet. 
n- ue. I believe it. Now, Sir, one g i ua 
ſig eier ves another: And if you will promils o me 


ad | been! Miftris, is this ſame Richmore in the 


Undneſt, why, you ſhall have as good az youu brinz. 
e | Riis H. 
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Rich. What is it? | | 

True. You mult know, Sir, there is a Neighbour; 
Daughter that I had a woundy Kindneſs for: She bad 
a very good repute all over the Pariſh, and might have 
marry'd very handſomely, that I muſt fay; but [ 
don't know how, we came together after a very 
kindly natural manner, and I ſwore, that J mult ſay, 
1 did ſwear confoundedly, that I would marry her; 
Bur, I don't know how, I never car'd for marrying 
of her fince. 

Rich. How ſo? 

True. Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it: 
That was the beſt way, I thought —— The truth is, 
ſhe has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Child, 
and threatens mainly to have me taken up with 1 
Warrant, and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, 
Sir, 1 intend to come before you, and I hope your 
Worſhip will bring me off. 

Rich. Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, 
and you ſwore to marry her, you muſt do't. 

True. Ay, Maſter ; but I am for Liberty and Pro- 
perty. I vote for Parliament-Men : I pay Taxe, 
and truly I don't think Matrimony conſiſtent with 
the Liberty of the SubjeR. 

Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice 
will oblige you. 

True. Why if it be the Law of the Land [ 
— a Letter here —— | think it is for your Wot- 

ip. 

Rich. Ay, Sir, how came you by it? 

True. By a very ftrange Accident truly——— Celia 
—— he ſays here you ſwore to marry her. Eh! 
Now, Sir, I ſuppoſe that what is Law for 4 
Petty-Conſtable, may be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rich. This is the oddeſt Fellow 

True. Here was the to'ther Lady that cry'd out ſo 
I warrant now, if I were brought before you for 
raviſhing a Woman——the Gallows wou'd raviſh me 
for't. 

Rich, But I did not raviſh her. 


Tritt. 
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True. That I'm glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure 
of that. 

Rich. I don't like this Fellow; Come, Sir, give 
me my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs; I have 
no more to ſay to you. 

True. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. 


1 [Coming up te him. 
Rich, at! 


True. Dog. [ Strikes him. 
Rich. Ha ! firuck by a Peaſant! [ Draws.) Slave, 

thy Death is certain. [ Runs at Trueman. 
k True. O brave Don John, Rape and Murder in 
: one Night ! [ Diſarms him. 
Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your 
I Friſoners, elſe will | proſecute thee to Beggary. III 
give ſome Petty-togger a thouſand Pound to ſtarve 
thee and thy Family according to Law. 

True. I'll lay you a thouſand Pound you won't. 

| Diſcovering himſelf, 

Rich. Ghoſts and Apparations! Trueman / 

True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my ve- 
ry Looks are ſufficient; and if you have the leaſt 
Senſe of Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in 
your Heart, than my Appearance is in your Eye. 


_ Rich, Truth, by Heavens. 

True. Think on the Contents of this { hewing æ 
— Letter] think next on me; reflect upon your Villat- 
* ny to Aurelia, then view thy ſelf. 


Rich. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 
True. Forgive thee! [A long Pauſe. Do one thing, 
lia and I will. 


7 Rich. Any thing: il beg thy Pardon, 
— True. The Blow excules that. 
ot Rich. I'll give thee half my Eſtate. 
True. Mercenary. 
t fo Rich, LI make thee my ſole Heir, 
| for True. I deſpiſe it. 


me Rich, What ſhall I do? 
True. You ſhall marry Clelia. 
Rich, How! that's too hard. 


T True. 
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True. Too hard! why was it then impos'd on me:? 
If you marry her your ſelf, I ſhall believe you n- 
tended me no Injury ; ſo your Behaviour will be 
juſtified, my Reſentment appeas'd, and the Lady's 
Honour repair'd. 

Rich, Tis infamous. 

True. No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice, and what is 
juſt is honourable: if Promiſes from Manko Man have 
Force, why not from Man to Woman?—— Thr 
very Weakneſs is the Charter of their Power, ard 
they ſhou'd not be injur'd, becauſe they can't return 
it. | 

Rich. Return my Sword. 

True. In my Hand tis the Sword of Juſtice, aud! 
ſhou'd not part with it, 

Rich. Then ſheath it here, III die before I con- 
ſent ſo baſely. 

Truc. Conſider, Sir, the Sword is worn for a di 
ſtinguiſhing Mark of Honour: _— Promiſe me one, 
and receive t'other. 

Rich, I'll promiſe nothing, till I have that in my 
Power. | 

True, Take it. [ Throws him his Sword. 

Rich, I ſcorn to be compell'd even to Juſtice ; and 
now that I may refit, I yield —— Trueman, | ave 
injur'd thee, and Clelia I have ſeverely wrong. 

True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir; and to aggravate 
the Crime, the fair Afflicted loves you, Matik« you 
with what Confuſion ſhe receiv'd me? She wep!, 
the injur'd Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange Reit- 
ance gave conſent; her moving Softnels pierc den] 
Heart, tho' I miſtook the Cauſe. | 

Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt, aud 
melts it into Tenderneſs. 

True. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Form: 
think of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, when 


ſhe finds you inſtead at me: you, the dear Piſſem— 


bler, the Man ſhe loves, the Man fhe gave for llt, 
to find him true, return'd, and in her Arms. 


Rich 


em- 
. lot, 


Rich 
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Rich, No new Poſſeſſion can give equal Joy 
It (hall be done, the Prieſt that waits for you, ſhall 
tie the Knot this Moment; in the Morning III ex- 
pect you'll give me Joy. [Exit. 

True. So, is not this better now than cutting of 
Throats? I have got my Revenge, and the Lady 
will have hers without Blood-ſhed. [ Exit 


SCENE changes to an Apartment, Conſtance 
and Servant. 


Ser, He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 

Cor. My Civility to this Man will be as great 2 
Conſraint upon me, as Rudeneſs wou'd be to his Bro- 
ther; but I muſt bear it a little, becauſe our Deſigns 
require it; ¶ Enter J. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks 
me; My Lord, I wiſh you Joy, 

Y. . Madam, tis only in your Power to give it; 
and wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really 
proud of, it ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt Servant. 

Con. I never admitted any body to the Title of 
an humble Servant, that I did not intend ſhould com- 
mand me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Sla- 
rery, you ſhall begin when you pleaſe, provided 
you take upon you the Authority when 1 have a 
mind. 

v. . Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lo- 
vers than Huſbands; and I think it highly unreaſon- 
able, that you ſhould put your ſelf in my Power, 
when you can ſo abſolutely keep me in yours. 

Con, No, my Lord, we never truly command till 
we have given our Promiſe to obey; and vie are ne- 
ver in more danger of being made Slaves, than when 
ve have 'em at our Feet. 

V. . True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in 
moſt Danger of falling; but it is better to be abſolute 
there, than ro act by a Prerogative that is confin'd. 

Con. Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution 
* under; I'm for a limited Power, or none at 


1 2 V. . 
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V. V. You have ſo much the Heart of the Subje&, 
Madam, that you may rule as you pleaſe ; but you 
have weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your 
Eyes have already play'd the Tyrant.——l think one 
Privilege of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign's 
Hand. [ Taking her Hand, 

Con, Not till they have taken the Oaths, my Lord, 
and he that refuſes them in the Form the Law pre- 
ſcribes, is, I think, no better than a Rebel. 

V. V. By Shrines and Altars, [ Kneeling.] by all that 
you think juſt, and | hold good, by this, | Taking her 
Hand.] the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow 

| Kiſſing her Hand, 

Con. Fie, my Lord. [ Seemingly yielding, 

Y. W. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tidings 
from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy. 

Con. Wou'd not you deſpiſe a Conqueſt ſo ealily 
gain'd? 

Y. W. Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall de- 
ſpiſe all the World but you. 

Con. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts 
upon my Honour. 

Y. . That's fooliſh. [Aſide.] Not Angels ſent on 
Meſſages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 

Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure Aſide.] My Lord, 
In ſend one to conduct you. Exit. 

V. W. Ha, ha, ha; — no Attempts upon her Ho- 
pour! When [ can find the place where it lies, | 
tell her more of my Mind. Now do! feel ten 
thouſand Cuptid's tickling me all over with the Points 
of their Arrows. Where's my Deformity now? | 
bave read ſomewhere theſe Lines. 


Tho" Nature caſt me in a rugged Mould, 
Since Face has chang'd the Bullion into Gold : 
Cupid returns, breaks all his Shafts of Lead, 
And tips each Arrow with a Golden Head, 
Feather'd with Title, the gay lordly Dart, 
Flies proudly on, whilſt every Virgin's heart 


Swells with Ambition to receive the Smart. - 
WEE niet 
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' Fnter Eller Wou'dbe behind him, 


E. W. Thus to adorn Dramatick Story, 
Stage Hero ſtruts in borrow'd Glory, 
Proud and Auguſt as ever Man ſaw, 
And ends his Empire in a Stanza. 
[Slaps him on the Shoulder, 


V. W. Ha! my Brother! 

E. . No, perfidious Man; all Kindred and Rela— 
tion I difown: The poor Attempts upon my F'or- 
tune | cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my 
Love I can never forgive; — my Honour, Biith- 
right, Riches, All I cou'd more freely ſpare, than the 
leaſt Thought of thy prevailing here. 

Y. W. How! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be the 
fair Deluſions of her Sex: whilſt only Man oppos'd 
my Cunning, I ſtood ſecure; but ſoon as Woman in- 
terpos'd, Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was 
immediately on her fide. —— Well, Sir, much good 
may do you with your Miſtreſs, and may you love 
and live, and ſtarve together, [ Going, 

E. W. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner, now 
you are mine; when the Ejectment is executed, you 
ſhall be at Liberty. 

Y. . Ejectment! 

E. W. Ves, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friends 
have purg'd my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
riotous Swarm that you had hiv'd together, 

Y. . Confuſion, Sir, let me pals; 1 am the El- 
der, and will be obey'd D/ aus. 
E. W. Dar'ſt thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly: 

Y. V. I dare, and will, to the laſt Drop of my in- 
veterate Blood. [ They fight. 


T-4 Unter 
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Enter Trueman and Teague. Trueman ſtrikes d 
their Swords, 


True. Hold, hold, my Lord, I have brought those 
Mall ſoon decide the Controveriie. 

Y. . If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that de- 
coy d me abroad, 

[Runs at Trueman, Teague catches his Arm 
behind, and takes away hu Sword. 

Toa. Ay, be me Shoule, thilh ith the beſht Guard 
upon the Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man behind 
his Back, 

True. My Lord, a Word: {Whiſpers E. Wou'dbe.) 
Now, Gentlemen, p':afe to hear this venerable Lady, 

| Gees to t: Dcor and brings in Mandrake. 

E. VJ. Mandrake in Cuſtody! 

Tea. In my Cuſhtody, fet. 

True. Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhmen? 
is deſtin'd for the Injury offer'd to Aurelia, if you 
don't immediately confeſs the Truth. 

Man. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me) 
[Weeping.)] I muſt own, that Hermes, as he was ſti! 
eſteem' d, ſo he is the Firſt-born. 

Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule. 

V. W. That Confeſſion is extorted by Fear, and 
therefore of no Force. 

True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of 
Five hundred Pound a Year to ſwear in your behalt. 

Tea. Dat was Teague's finding out, and [ believe 
St. Patrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her Pockets, 


Exter Conſtance and Aurelia. 
Con. I hope, Mr. Wou'dbe, you wül make no At- 
tempts upon my Perſon. 
V. . Damn your Perſon. 
E. i. But pray, Madam, where have you been al) 
this Evening ? [To Aureha) 
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Aur, Very buſie, I can aſſure you, Sir, here's an 
honeſt Conſtable that I could find in my Heart to 
marry, had the greaſie Rogue but one Drop of gen- 
tee! Blood in his Veins; what's become of bim? 

[ Looking about, 

Con, Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a Conſtable! 

Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had 
not come in a very critical Minute, by this Time 1 
had been glad to marry any Body. 

True. | take you at your Word, Madam, you ſhall 
marry him this Moment; and if you don't ſay that 
| have genteel Blood in my Veins by to mortow 
Morning — 

Aur. And was it you, Sir? 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be aſham'd; I found 
you a little ia the diſhabilee, that's the Truth on't, 
but you made a brave Defence. 

Aur. I am oblig'd to you; and tho' you were 2 
little whimſical! to Day, this late Adventure has 
taught me how dangerous it is to provoke a Gentle- 
man by ill Uſage; therefore, if my Lord and this 
Lady will ſhew us a good Example, I think we mult 
follow our Leaders, Captain. 

True. As boldly as when Honour calls. 

Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Bro- 
ther's jovial Crew, his Friend Subtleman, whom we 
have taken care to ſecure, 

E. . For him the Pillory ; for you, Madam 

| [To Mandrake. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſh- 
ter Fuller, 

E. U. For you, Brother 

Y. . Poverty and Contempt 


To which I yield as to a milder Fate, 
Than Obligations from the Man I Hate. (Exit, 


E. W. Then take thy Wiſh—And now, I hope, 
al Parties have receiv'd their due Rewards and Pu- 
niſhm ents. 


T 4 Tea, 
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Tea. But what will you do for poor Teague, Maiſh. 
9 : 
E. . What ſhall I do for thee ? 
Tea, Arah, maak me a Jultice of Peaſh, dear Joy, 


E. W. Jultice of Peace ! thou art not quali) d. 


Man. 

Tea. Yeſt, fet am 1— I can take the Oats, and 
write my Mark——1 can be an honeſht Man my ſhelf, 
and keep a great Rogue fur my Clerk. 

E. . Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and 


now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs. — 


Let none deſpair whate'er their Fortunes be, 
Fortune muſt yield, uon d Men but att like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſt, 

Be attive when your Right is in Conteſt ; 

Es true 10 Love, and Fate will do the reſt, 0 


FINIS. 
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EFILOGUE:; 


Spoken by Mrs. HOOK. 


UR Poet open'd with a loud Warlike Blaft, 

But now weak Woman 1s his ſafeſt Caſi, 
Io bring kim eff with Yuarter as the laſt : 
Not that ke's tain to think, that I can ſay, 


r he can write fine things to hetþ the Play. 


The varicus Scenes kave drain d his Strength and Art; 
And I, you know, had a hard ſtruggling Part : 

But how he brought me off with Life and Limb; 
Ah ! Wou'd that I cou d ds as much for FT ect 
Stay, let me thin. — e ur Favours to excite, 

1 jtill muſt act the Part I play d to Night. 

For wh oe er may be your fly pretence, 

You like thoſe beſt, that make the beſt Defence : 

But this is needleſʒ Iis in vain to crave it. 
% have damm d. the Play, no Power can ſave it 
Not all che Wits of Athens, 4. ay cf Rome; 

ir Shakeſpear, Johnſon, con revoke 175 Da: 

Nay, what is more if ance your Auger = es, 
Not all the courted Beauties of 00:6 How/es 


To tell him there was leſt ons ſafe Retreat, 
Protection ſacred, at the Ladies Feet. 


He won d have ended here, — bir Ir hug. met, 1 
? 
% 


To that he anſtver d in ſubmiſſive Strain, 

He pay d ail Homage to this Female Rein, 2 

And* Pherefore fur bis Satyr gainſt the Mes. 
T 5 rer 


EPILOGUE. 


From your great Queen, this Sovereign Right ye draw, 
To keep the Wits, as ſhe the World in Awe. 

To her bright Scepter, your bright Eyes they bow ; 
Such awful Splendor ſits on ev'ry Brow, ( 
All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now. 

The Play can tell with what Poetic Care, 

He labour d to redreſs the injur d Fair, 

And if you won't protect, the Man will damn him there. 
Then ſave the Muſe, that flies to you for Aid; 
Perhaps my poor Requeſt may ſome per/ualt, 
Becauſe it is the firſt I ever made. 
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TO ALL 


Friends round the Wrekin, 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 


Nitead of the mercenary Expectations that attend 
[| Addreſſes of this Nature, I humbly beg, that this 
may be receiv'd as an Acknowledgement for the Fa- 
vours you have already conferr'd: I have tranſgreſs'd 
the Rules of Dedication in offering you any thing in 
that Style, without firſt aſking your Leave: But the 
Entertainment I found in Shropſhire, commands me 
to be grateful, and that's all I intend. 

'Twas my good Fortune to be order'd ſome time 
ago into the Place which is made the Scene of this 
Comedy; I was a perfect Stranger to every thing in 
Salop, but its Character of Loyaity, tne Number of 
its Inhabitants, the Alacrity of the Gentlemen in Re- 
cruiting the Army, with their generous and hoſpita- 
ble Reception of Srrangers. 

This Character I found ſo amply verify'd in every 
Particular, that you made Recruiting, which is the 
greateſt Fatigue upon Earth to others, to be the grea- 
telt Pleaſure in the World to me. 

The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, 
better Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, 
more good Underſtanding, nor more Politeneſs than 
is to be found at the Foot of the Wrekin. 

Some little Turns of Humour that I met with al- 
molt withia the Shade of that famous Hill, gave the 
Riſe to this Comedy; and People were appichenſive 
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The Epiſile Dedicatory. 


that, by the Example of ſome others, I would make 
the Town merry at the Expence of the Countrey- 
Gentlemen : But they forgot that I was to write a 
Comedy, not a Libel ; and that whilſt I held to Na- 
ture, no Perſon of any Character in your Countrey 
could ſuffer by being expos'd. I have drawn the ju. 
ftice and the Clown in their Puris Naturalibus ; the 
one an apprehenſive, ſturdy, brave Blockhead ; and 
the other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, 
hearty in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good in 
Underſtanding as | could give him, which I muſt con- 
feſs is far ſhort of his own. 

| humbly beg leave to interline a Word or two cf 
the Adventures of the Recruiting Officer upon the Stage, 
Mr. Rich, who commands the Company for w!:h 
thoſe Recruits were rais'd, has delir'd me to acqutt 
him before the World of a Charge which he thin} s 
lies heavy upon him, for acting this Play on Mr. Dar- 
fey's third Night, 

Be it known wnto all Men Ly theſe Preſents, That i: 
was my Act and Deed, or rather Mr. Durfey's; for he 
wou'd play his third Night againſt the firſt of mine. 
He brought down a huge Flight of frighttul Birds up- 
on me; when (Heaven knows) I had not a feather'd 
Fowl in my Play, except one ſingle Kite: But | pre- 
ſently made Plume a Bird becauſe of his Name, and 
Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in his Hat; 
and with theſe three 1 engag'd his whole Empire, 
which I think was as great a Wonder as any in th: 
Sun. 

But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the 
Seaſon was far advanced; the Officers that made the 
greateſt Figures in my Play were all commanded to 
their Poſts abroad, and waited only for a Wind, which 
might poſſibly turn in leſs than a Day : And I know 
none of Mr. Durfey's Birds that had Poſts abroad but 
his Woodcocks, and their Seaſon is over; ſo that he 
might put off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the Re- 
eruiting-Officer cou'd; who has this farther to ſay for 
5 — 2 | . himſelf, 
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timſelf, that he was poſted before the other ſpake, 
and could not with Credit recede from his Station. 

Theſe and ſome other Rubs this Comedy met with 
before it appear'd. But on the other hand, it had 
powerful Helps to ſet it forward: The Duke ot Or- 
mond encouraged the Author, and the Earl of Orrery 
ayprov'd the Play. My Recruits were review'd by my 
General and my Colonel, and could not fail to paſs 
Muſter ; and fl1i] to add to my Succeſs, they were 
rais'd among my Friends rund the Wrekin, 

This Health has the Advantage over our other ce- 
lebrated Toaſts, never to grow worle for the wearing: 
"Tis a laſting Beauty, old without Age, and common 
without Scanda'. That you may live long to ſet it 
caearfully round, and to enjoy the abundant Pleaſures 
of your fair and plentitui Countrey, is the hearty 
Wiſh of, 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 
Your moſt obliged, 


and moſt obedient Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR, 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


7 N Ancient Times when Hellen's fatal Charm: 
Rouz'd the contending Univerſe to Arms, 

The Grecian Council happily deputes 

The fly Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Recruits, 

The Artful Captain found, without delay, 

Where Great Achilles, a Deſerter, lay. 

Him Fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 

Him Greece requir d——againſt their Trojan Fees, 

All the Recruiting Arts were needful here, 

To raiſe this Great, this tim'rous Volunteer, 

Ulyſſes well could tall he ſtirs, he warms ) 

The Warlike Youth He liſtens to the Charms 

Of Plunders, fine lac d Coats, and glitt ring Arms. 

Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 

And lifted him who wrought the Fate of Troy. 

Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ſlain : 

Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. 

If for ove Hellen ſuch © prodigious things 

Were acted, that they even liſted Kings ; 

Tf for one H=len's ariful, vicious Charme, 

Half the tranſported World was found in Arms ; 


W554 


PROLOGUE. 


What for ſo many Hellens may we dare, 
Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are ſo Fair? 

If by one Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cou'd find 
Its Homer fir'd to write, ev'n Homer blind, 
The Britains ſure beyond compare may write, 
That view ſo many Hellen's ev'ry Night, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


1 . 


Mr. Ballance, Mr. Keen, 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices, < Mr. Philips, 


Mr. Scruple, 


Mr. Kent. 


Mr. Worthy, a Gentleman of Shropſhire, Mr. Williams. 
Capt. Plume, 18 Recruitir g + Mr Wilks. 


Capt. Brazen Officers. 
Rite, Serjeant to Plume. 


Bullock, a Country Clown. 


Mr. Cibber. 
Mr. E ſtcourt, 
Mr. Bullock, 


Coſtar Pear- 3 Two Recruits, = 3 


Tho. Apple - Tres. 
WOMEN. 
Melinda, a Lady of Fortune. 


Sylvia, Daughter to Ballance, 
in love with Plume, 


Tucy, Melinda's Maid. 


Ro/e, a Countrey Wench. 


Mrs. Roger:. 
Mrs. Oldfield. 


Mrs. Sapsfors. 
Mrs. Mountfor:, 


Conſtable, Recruits. Mob, Servants and Attendauts. 


SCENE, SHREIVWSBURY. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE, The Market-Place 
beats the Granadeer- March, 


Drum 


Enter Serjeant Kite, follow'd by the Mob, 
Kite making f Er any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 
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others, have a mind to ſerve 
ber Majeſty, and pull down 
the French King: It anyPren- 
" tices have ſevere Maſters, a- 


4 Speech. 


ny Children have undutiful Parents: If any Servants 


ive too little Wages, or any Huſband too much 
Wife; Let them repair to the noble Serjeant Kzze, 
it the Sign of the Raven in this good Town of 
Shrewſbury, and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and 
Entertainment Gentlemen, I don't beat my 
Drums here to inſnare or inveigle any Man! for you 
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2 The Recruiting Officer. 


muſt know Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honour: 
Beſides, I don't beat up for common Soldiers; no, 
I lift only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen — 
Pray, Gentlemen, obſerve this Cap—— This is the 
Cap of Honour, it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the 
drawing of a Tricker; and he that has the good For- 
tune to be born fix Foot high, was born to be a great 
Man——Sir, will you give me leave to try this Cap 
upon your Head? 

Mob. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me? 

Kite. No, no, no more than I can — Come, le: 
me ſee how it becomes you. 

Mob. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? 
No Gunpowder Plot upon me? 

Kite. No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man. 

Mob. My Mind miſgives me plaguily Let 
me ſee i. [Going to put it on.] It ſmells woundily 
of Sweat and Brimſtone. Pray, Serjeant, what Wri- 
ting is this upon the Face of it ? 

Xite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 

Mob. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of 
Honour ? 

Kite. O! A mighty large Bed! Bigger by half than 
the great Bed at Ware — ten thouſand People may lye 
in it together, and never feel one another ? 

Mob. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lye in't, for 
we don't care for feeling one another — But do Folk 
fleep ſound in this ſame Bed of Honour ? 

Kite. Sound! Ay, ſo ſound that they never awake. 

Mob. Wauns! I wiſh again that my Wife lay there. 

Kite. Say you ſo? Then, I find, Brother 

Mob, Brother! Hold there, Friend; I am no Kin- 
dred to you that I know of yet —-Look'e, Serjeant, 
no Coaxing, no Wheedling, d'ye ſee— If I have a 
Mind to liſt, why ſo—— If not, why tis not ſo—— 
therefore take your Cap and your Brotherſhip back 
again, for I am not diſpos'd at this preſent Writing 
—— No Coaxing, no Brothering me, Faith. 

Kite. I coax! I wheedle! I'm above it! Sir, I have 
lerv'd twenty Campaigns ——= But, Sir, you — 
wen,; 
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well, and I muft own that you are a Man every Inch 
of you, a pretty young ſprightly Fellow-—1 love a 
Fellow with a Spirit; but I fcorn to coax, 'tis baſe; 
Tho' I muſt ſay, that never in my Life have I ſeen a 
Man better built! how firm and ftrong he treads! He 
ſteps like a Caſtle; but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man 
—Come, honeſt Lad, will you take ſhare of a Pot? 

Mob. Nay, for that matter, I'll ſpend my Penny 
with the beſt He that wears a Head, that is, begging 
your Pardon, Sir, and in a fair way. 

Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, Gen- 
tlemen, I have no more to ſay, but this Here's 
a Purſe of Gold, and there is a Tub of humming Ale 
at my Quarters — "Tis the Queen's Money, and the 
Queen's Drink——She's a generous Queen, and loves 
her Subjects I hope, Gentlemen, you won't 
refuſe the Queen's Health? 

All Mob. No, no, no. | 

Kite. Huzza then, huzza for the Queen, and the 
Honour of Shropſhire. 

All Mob. Huzza! | 

Kite. Beat Drum. [Exeunt Drum beating a Grana- 
deer's March. 


Enter Plume in 4 Riding Habit. 

Plume. By the Granadeer March, that ſhou'd be my 
Drum, and by that Shout, it ſhou'd beat with Suc- 
Celi——— [et me ſe Four a Clock——| Looking on 
his Watch.) At Ten Yeſterday Morning | left Lon- 
don A hundred and Twenty Miles in Thirty 
Hours is pretty ſmart Riding, but nothing to the 
Fatigue of Recruiting. 


Enter Kite. 

Kite, Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain : 
From the Banks of the Danube to the Severn fide, 
noble Captain, you're welcome. 

Plume. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Kite-: 
I find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting 
Strain Play what Succeſ ?? 

Kite. 
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Kite. | have been here a Week, and J have recruit. 
ed Five ! 

Plume. Five! Pray what are they? 

Kite. | have lifted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the 
King of the Gipſtes, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel At- 
torney, and a Welch Parſon. 

Plume, An Attorney! Wert thou mad? Lift a 
Lawyer! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute, 

Kite. Why, Sir? | 

Plume. Becauſe I will have no Body in my Com- 
pany that can write; a Fellow that can write can 
draw Petitions— l ſay this Minute diſcharge him, 

Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 

Plume Can he write ? 

Kite. Hum ! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Plume. Keep him by all means — But how ſtand: 
the Countrey affected? Were the People pleas'd with 
the News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are ſo pleas'd with your Ho- 
nour, and the Juſtices and better ſort of People are 
ſo delighted with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your By- 
fineſs—— Burt, Sir, you have got a Recruit here that 
you little think of, 

Plume. Who ! 

Kite. One that you beat up for the laſt time you 


were in the Countrey: You remember your old 


Friend Molly at the Caſtle ? 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. 

Kite. No, no, Sir,—(he was brought to bed Le- 
ſterday. 

Plume. Kite, you muſt Father the Child. 

Kite, And ſo her Friends will oblige me to marry 
the Mother. 

Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occafion. 

Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your 
Honour knows that I am marry'd already, 

Plume. To how many? 

Kite. I can't tell readily——l have ſet them down 
kere upon the back of the — [Draws it 

ont. 
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aut.] Let me ſee, —Imprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, 
the lells Potatoes upon Ormond-Key in Dublin — Peggy 
Guzzle, the Brandy Woman, at the Horſe- Guard at 
White- Hall Dolly Waggon, the Carriers Daughter 
at Hull—Madamoiſelle Van-bottom flat at the Buſs— 
Then Jenny Oakham, the Ship Carpenter's Widow, 
at Portſmouth ; but I don't reckon upon her, for ſhe 
was marry'd at the ſame time to two Lieutenants of 
Marines, and a Man of Wat's Boatſwain. 

Plume. A full Company—Y ou have nam'd five—— 
Come, make em halt a doen:. — ke, —is the 
Child a Boy or a Girl? 

Kite, A Chopping Boy. 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, 
and the Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by the 
Name of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow— II al- 
low you a Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now 
go comfort the Wench in the Straw. 

Kite. | (hall, Sir. 

Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit fince you arriv'd ? 

Kite, Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the 
Countrey for the molt faithful Fortune- teller that e- 
ver told a Lie——] was oblig'd to let my Landlord 
into the Secret, for the convenience of keeping 1t 
ſo; but he's an honeſt Fellow, and will be faithful 
to any Roguery that is truſted to him. This Device, 
Sir, will get you Men, and me Money, which, I 
think, is all we want at preſent——Bur yonder comes 
your Friend Mr. Worthy—— Has your Honour any 
tarther Commands ? 

Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] Tis indeed 
the Picture of Worth, but the Life's departed. 


Enter Worthy. | 
What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy ! Methinks you ſhould 
hold em open, when a Friend's ſo near — The 
Man has got the Vapours in his Ears, I believe: 1 
mutt expel this melancholy Spirit. 


Sleen, 
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Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
Fly, 1 conjure thee, by this Magick Blow. 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 


Wor. Plume! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 
ſound return'd ! | 

Plume. | ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I 
hope, from London; you ſee | have loſt neither Leg, 
Arm, nor Noſe; then for my inſide, tis neither 
troubled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and [ 
have an excellent Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 

Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo. 

Plume. What ails thee, Man ? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Wales, | hope? Has your Father role 
from the Dead, and te- aſſum d his Eflate ? 

Wor. No. 

Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely, 

Wor. No. | 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 

Wor. Come, I muſt out with it Your once 
gay, roving Friend, is dwindled into an obſequious 
thoughtful, romantick, conſtant Coxcomb, 

Plume. And pray what is all this for? 

Wor. For a Woman. 

Plume, Shake Hands, Brother if thou go to that, 
behold me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as con- 
ſtant a Coxcomb as your Worſhip. 

W. For whom 2 

Plume. For a Regiment——— But for a Woman 
Sdeath! I have been conſtant to fifteen at a time, 
but never melancholy for one, and can the Love ot 
one bring you into this Condition? Pray, who is this 
wonderful Hellen / | 

Wor. A Hellen indeed, not to be won under a ten 
Years Siege, as great a Beauty, and as great a Jilt. 

Plume. A )ilt! Pho! Is ſhe as great a Whore? 

Wor, No, no. 

Plume, 'Tis ten thouſand pities: But who is ſhe? 
Do I know her ? 

Wor, Very well. 


Plume: 
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Plume, That's impoſſible——l know no Woman 
that will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 

Wor. What think ye of Melinda? 

Plume. Melinda! Why ſhe began to capitulate 
this time Twelve-month, and offered to ſurrender 
upon honourable Terms; and | advis'd you to pro- 
poſe a Settlement of five hundred Pounds a Year to 
her, before I went laſt abroad. 

Wor. I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, defiring only 
one Week to confider—— When, beyond her Hopes, 
the Town was reliev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege 
into à Blockade. 

Plume. Explain, explain. 

Wor, My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintſhire dies, 
and leaves her, at this critical time, twenty thouſand 
Pounds. 

Plume. Oh the Devil! what a delicate Woman 
was there ſpoil'd! But by the Rules of War now-— 
Worthy, Blockade was foolilk——After ſuch a Con- 
voy of Proviſions was enter'd the Place, you could 
have no thought of reducing it by Famine ; you 
hyuld have redoubled your Attacks, taken the Town 
by Storm, or have dy'd upon the Breach. 

Wor. I did make one general Aſſault, and puſh'd it 
with all my Forces; but I was ſo vigorouſly repuls'd, 
that deſpairing of ever gaining her for a Miſtreſs, I 
have alter'd my Conduct, given my Addreſſes the 
_— and diſtant turn, and court her now for a 

ife. 

Plume. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew haugh- 
ty; and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, 
ſhe us'd you like a Dog. 

Wor. Exactly, 

Plume. Tis the way of em all. —— Come, Wor- 
thy, your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring 
you together; you muſt not think to ſurmount her 
Pride by your Humility: Wou'd you bring her to 
better Thoughts of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a 
meaner Opinion of her ſelf. Let me ſee, the very 
uſt thing that I would do, ſhould be to lie with her 
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Chamber- maid, and hire three or four Wenches in 
the Neighbourhood to report that I had got them with 


Child Suppoſe we lampoon'd all the pretty 
Women in Town, and left her out; or, what it we 
made a Ball, and forgot to invite her with one or 
two of the uglieſt. 

Wor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt con- 
feſs; but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that 
we can have no Balls, no Lampoons, no 

Plume. What! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruit- 
ing Officers in Town! I thought 'twas a Maxim a- 
mong them, to leave as many Recruits in the Coun- 
trey as they carry'd out. 

Wor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Car- 
tain, in ſerving your Countrey with your belt Blood, 
witneſs our Friend Moly at the Caſtle; there have 
been Tears in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain. 

Plume, I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 

Wor. O Sir, have you thought of her? I begin to 
fanſy you had forgot poor Sylvia 

Plume. Your Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. Tis true, Sylvia and I had once agreed 0 
go to Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Prelimi- 
naries; but ſhe you'd have the Wedding before Con- 
ſummation, and I was for Conſummation before rhe 
Wedding; we cou'd not agree. She was a pert, ob 
ſtinate Fool, and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own 

way, ſo ſhe may keep it for Plume. 
Wor. But do you intend to marry upon no other 
Conditions ? 

Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, U'Il marry upon no Con- 
dition at all. If I ſhou'd, I am reſolv'd never to 
bind my ſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, till 
know whether I ſhall like her Company for half an 
Hour. Sup>oſe | marry'd a Woman that wanted 1 
Leg ſuch a thing might be, unleſs I exaniin 
the Goods before hand——if People wou'd but tr) 
one another's Conſtitutions before they engag d, !f 
wou'd prevent all theſe Elopements, Divorces, an« 


the Devil knows what. 
| | | Wo 


The Recruiting Officer. ..- 


Wor. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not 

| flick to ſay, that 0 
| Plume. | hate Countrey-Towns for that Reaſon— 
if your Town has a diſhonourable thought of Sylvia, 


it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground. —l love $yl- 
via, | admire her frank, generous Diſpoſition 

- There's ſomething in that Girl more than Woman, 

t her Sex is but a Foil to her. The Ingratitude, Diſſi- 
mulation, Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her 

t- Suter Females, do but ſet off their Contraries in her 

. In ſhort, were I once a General, I wou'd marry her. 

_ Wer. Faith, you have Reaſon for were you 
but a Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you——But my 

on Melinda coquets it with every Fellow the ſees 

4, I. lay Fifty Pound the makes Love to you. 

ve Plume. III lay Fifty Pound that I return it, if ſhe 

does Look'e, Worthy, ['ll win her, and give her 


to you afterwards. 


to Wor. If you win her, you ſhall wear her, Faith; 


| wou'd not value the Conqueſt, without the Credit, 
my | of the Victory. 


| 10 

mi- Enter Kite. 

on-» X:te, Captain, Captain, à Word in your Ear. 

the Plume, You may ſpeak out, here are none but 
ob- Friends. 

own Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort 


the good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Molly my 

ther Wite, Mr. Worthy. 

Wor, O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Kite. 
Con- Kite. Your Worſhip very well may — for I have 
er to got both a Wife and Child in half an Hour — But 
vill Ui a | was faying——You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Molly 
ut an — muy Wife I mean But what d'ye think, Sir? 
ned Ul She was better comforted before I came. 

Plume. As how ! | 


kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had 
brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 


"TIM Who, in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend 
me | 


U 2 Kite; 
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Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that —= Mrs. 5 l. 
via. [ Whiſpers, 

Plume. Sylvia! Generous Creature ! 

Wor. Sylvia? Impoſſible! 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir, I took the 
Gold as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, 
Sir, the ſent Word the Child ſhould be taken all ima- 
ginable care of, and that ſhe intended to ſtand God- 
mother. The fame Footman, as I was coming to 
you with this News, call'd after me, and told me, 
that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with me——1 went, and 
upon hearing that you were come to Town, ſhe gave 
me half a Guinea for the News; and order'd me to 
tell you, that Juſtice Balance, her Father, who is juſt 
come out of the Countrey, would be glad to ſee you. 

Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worrhy——ls there 
any thing of Woman in this? No, 'tis Noble, gene- 
rous, manly Friendſhip; ſhew me another Woman 
that wou'd loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that 
way, without Tears, Fits and Reproaches. The com- 
mon Jealouſy of her Sex, which is nothing but their 
Avarice of Pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes; and can patt with 
the Lover, tho' ſhe dies for the Man Come, 
Worthy Where's the beſt Wine? For there IN 
quarter. 

Wor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe | 
reſerv'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to 
Town. 

Plume. Let's away then —— Mr. Kite, wait on the 
Lady with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall 
only refreſh a little, and wait upon her. 

Wor. Hold, Kite,——have you ſeen the other Re- 
cruiting Captain? 

Kite No, Sir. 

Plume. Another, who is he? 

Wor. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt un- 
accountable Fellow but I'll tell you more as 
we go. | | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 


Wt. 
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SCENE, An Apartment. 


Melinda and Sylvia meeting. 

Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia, [Salate.] 
| envy'd you your Retreat in the Countrey ; for 
Shrewſbury, methinks, and ail your Heads of Shires, 
are the. moſt irregular Places for living; here we have 
Smoak, Noiſe, Scandal, Affectation, and Pretenſion; 
in ſhort, every thing to give the Spleen——1nd no- 
thing to divert i. then the Air is intolerable. 

Syl, O Madam! I have heard the Town com- 
mended for its Air. 

Mel. But you don't conſider, Sylvia, how long I 
have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, 
the leaſt nice in her Conſtitution No Air can be 
good above half a Year. Change of Air, I take to 
be the moſt agrecable of any Variety in Life. 

Syl. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeve- 
ral ſorts of Airs, 

Mel. Piha! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte Have not you, 
Sylvia, found a vaſt difference in the Taſte of Airs ? 
» Syl. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a ſort of Air? 
taſte Air! you might as well tell me, I may feed up- 
on Air: But prithee, my dear Melinda, don't put on 
ſuch an Air to me. Your Education and mine were 
juſt the ſame ; and I remember the time, when we 
never troubled our Heads about Air, but when the 
arp Air from the Welſh Mountains made our Fingers 
ake in a cold Morning at the Boarding-Schoo]. 

Mel. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but 
our Temperaments had nothing alike; you had the 
Conſtitution of an Horſe. 

Syl. So far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, 


Colick, nor Vapours; I need no Salts for my Sto- 


mach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Waſh for 
my Complexion. I can gallop all the Morning after 
the Hunting- horn, and all the Evening after a Fid- 
de. In ſhort, I can do ener thing with my Father, 

| but 
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but drink, and ſhoot flying; and I'm ſure, I can do e- 
very thing my Mother cou'd, were | put to the Tria! 
- Ael, You are in a fair way of being put to't; for 
I am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Syl. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and l'll take Care 
he tha'n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Syl. And there's a Pleaſure in being Mad, which 
none but Mad-men know. 

Mel. Thou poor Romantick Quixort —Haſt thou 
the Vanity to imagine, that a young ſprightly Officer, 
that rambles o'er half the Globe in half a Year, can 
confine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Coun- 
trey Juſtice, in an obſcure part of the World? 

Syl. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a 
Narrowneſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but a dull fleepy 
Quality at beſt, they will hardly admit it among the 
manly Virtues; nor do I think it deſerves a Place with 
Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome o- 
ther Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In 
ſhort, Melinda, I think a Petticoat a mighty ſimple 
thing, and I am heartily tir'd of my Sex. 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomly get rid of in Petti- 
coats, as if you were in Breeches——O' my Conſci- 
ence, Sylvia, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt been 
the greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 

Sy. I ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, 
which a Man can never do throughly, without half a 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours; but now 
I think on't, how ſtands your Affair with Mr. Hor 

Mel. He's my Averſion. 

Syl. Vapours! 

Mel. What do you ſay, Madam? | 

Sy. 1 ſay, that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt Fel. 
low ſo inhumanly, He's a Gentleman of Parts and 
Fortune; and beſides that he's my Plume's Friend, and 
by all that's ſacred if you don't uſe him better, | 


ſhall expect Satisfaction. 
— Mel. 
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Mel. Satisfaction! you begin to fanſy your ſelf in 
Breeches in good earneſt But to be plain with 
you, | like Worthy the worſe for being ſo intimate 
with your Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, 
unmannerly Coxcomb. 

Syl. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
you were Miſtreſs of Twenty thouſand Pound; you 
only knew him when you were capitulating with Wor- 
thy for a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage 
him to be a little looſe, and unmannerly with you. 

Mel. What do you mean, Madam ? 

Syl. My Meaning needs no laterpretation, Madam. 

Mel. Better it had, Madam; for methinks you ate 
too plain. 

Syl, If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, I 
think your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 

Mel. Were | ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take 
up with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 

Syl. Again! Look'e, Madam, you're in your own 
Houſe. 

Mel. And if you had kept in yours, I ſhou'd have 
excus'd you. 

Syl. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't deſire to 
have my Viſit return'd. 

Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an end of 
this, the better. 

Syl. Jam eaſily perſuaded to follow my Inclinati- 
ons, ſo, Madam, your humble Servant. [ Exit. 

Mel, Saucy thing ! 


Fnter Lucy. 

Luc. What's the matter, Madam? 

Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe 
ſwel''d upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 

Luc, Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd 
to occaſion any great Swelling, Madam; I don't be- 
leve ſhe has ſeen him yet. 

Mel. Nor ſha'n't if I can help it——Let me ſee 
[ have it Bring me Pen and Ink hold, 
Ii go write in my Cloſet. . 


U 4 Luc, 
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Luc. An Anfwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam, 
[ Preſents a Letter, 
Mel. Who ſent it ? 
Tuc. Your Captain, Madam. 
Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him, ſend it 
back unopen'd. 
Luc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 
Mel. Then how ſhou'd I ſend an Anſwer? Call 
him back immediately, while | go write. [ Exeunt, 
The end of the fr ff ACT. 


Seele w=Qes@@oQwe 7 


ACT IL. 
SCENE, An 4pariment, 


Fnter Juſtice Ballance and Plume. 
Ball. I Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for our 
Money, and you ſha'n't want Men. I re- 

member that for ſome Years of the laſt War, we had 
no Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officers Mouths; 
nothing for our Millions but News-Papers not worth 
a Readinz—— Our Army did nothing but play at Pri- 
ſon Bars, and hide and ſeek with the Enemy; but 
now ye have brought us Colours, and Standards, and 
Priſoners Ad's my Life, Captain, get us but 
another Marſhal of France, 2nd Il go my ſelf for a 
Soldier — — 

Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair 
Daughter? | | 

Bail. Ah, Captain! What is my Daughter to a 
Marſhal of France! We're udon a nobler Subject, l 
want to have a particular Deſcription of the Battel of 
H-: ck/tat. 

Plume The Battel, Sir, was a very pretty Battel 
as any one ſhou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all ſo 
intent upon Victory, that we never minded the Bat- 


tel: all that I know of the matter, is, our General 
commanded 
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commanded us to beat the French, and we did ſo; 
and if he pleaſes but to ſay the Word, we'll doit 
agen. But pray, Sir, how does Mrs. Sylvia ? 

Ball. Still upon Sylvia! For ſhame, Captain, you 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory is 
your Miſtreſs, and 'tis below. a Soldier to think of any 
other. 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs ; but as a Friend, 
Mr, Ballance, 

Ball. Come, come, Captain, never mince tle 
Matter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if 
you cou'd ? 

Plume. How, Sir! I hope ſhe's not to be debauctk'd. 

Ball. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in 
England of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of 
your Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once I 
was young, and once an Officer as you are; and 
can gueſs at your Thoughts now, by what mine were 
then; and | remember very well, that I wou'd have 
given one of my Legs to have deluded the Daugh- 
ter of an old Countrey Gentleman, as like me as I 
was then like you. 

Plume. But, Sir, was that Countrey Gentleman 
your Friend and Benefactor ? 

Ball. Not much of that. 

Plume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Fa- 
yours, Sir, that 

Ball. Pho, Pho, I hate Speeches; if I have done you 
any Service, Captain, 'twas to pleaſe my ſelf; I love 
thee, and if I conld part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
have her as ſoon as any young Fellow 1 know : Bat 
| hupe you have more Honour than to quit the Ser- 
vice, and ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp; 
but ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, (he has fifteen hundred 
Pound in her Pocket, and ſo Sylvia, Sylvia. { Calls, 


Enter Sylvia. 
Syl. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the 
Poſt from Londen, I left them upon the Table in 
your Cloſet, 1 
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Ball. And here is a Gentleman from German, 
[ Preſents Plume to her.] Captain you'll excuſe me, 
I'll go and read my Letters and wait on you. | Ex, 

Syl. Sir, you are welcome to England. 

Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Ma- 
dam, fince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair 
_ was the principal Cauſe of my ſecing Eng- 

nd. 

Syl. I have often heard, that Soldiers were ſincere 
ſhall I venture to believe publick Report ? 

Plume. You may, when 'tis back'd by private [n- 
ſurance; for | ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of 
my Profeſſion, that whatever Dangers | went upon, 
it was with the Hope of making my ſelf more wa 
thy of your Eſteem; and if ever | had Thoughts of 
preſerving my Life, 'twas for the Pleaſure ot dying 
at your Feet, 

Syl. Well, well, you ſhall dic at my Feet, or 
where you will; but you know, Sir, there 1s a cer- 
tain Will and Teftament to be made before-hand. 

Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and 
there it is; and if you pleaſe to open the Parchment, 
which was drawn the Evening before the Battel of 
Blenheim, you will find whom I left my Heir. 

Syl. Mrs. Sylvia Ballance, | Opens the Will and read... 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtant!al 
Complement ; but I can aſſure you, I am much bet 
ter pleaſed with the bare Knowledge of your Intent 
on, than | ſhou'd have been in the Poſſeſſion of your 
Legacy: But methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have leit 
ſomething to your little Boy at the Caſtle. 

Plume. That's home, [ Aſide.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you twas 
none of mine; why the Girl, Madam, is my Ser- 
jeant's Wife, and ſo the poor Creature gave out that 
{ was Father, in hopes that my Friends might ſupport 
her in Caſe of Neceſſity. That was all, Ma- 
dam My Boy! No, no, no. 


Enter 


er 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill 
News from London, and defires to ſpeak with you 
immediately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that 
he can't wait on him as he promis'd. 

Plume. Ill News! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy 
Gentleman afflicted: I' leave you to comfort him, 
and be aſſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be 
any way ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he 
ſhall freely command both. 

Syl. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing, that 
would engage me to endanger either. 

[Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE, Another Apartment. 


Enter Ballance and Sylvia. 

Syl. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir? per- 
haps my Brother may recover. 

Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; Do- 
ctor Killman acquaints me here, that before this comes 
to my Hands, be fears I ſhall have no Son Poor 
Owen / But the Decree is juſt, I was pleas'd 
with the Death ot my Father, becauſe he left me an 
Eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd with the Loſs of an 
Heir to inherit mine; I muſt now look upon you as 
the only Hopes of my Family, and I expect that the 
Augmentation of your Fortune will give you freth 
Thoughts, and new Proſpects. 

Syl, My Deſire of being punctual in my Obedi- 
ence, requires that you would be plain in your Com- 
mands, Sir. 

Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs ro my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality, and a Title; you muſt ſet a 
juſt Value upon your ſelf, and in plain Terms, think 
no more of Captain Plume: 

U6 S.. 


18 The Recruiting Officer. 


x Syl. You have often commended the Gentleman, 
ir 

Ball. And I do ſo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; but 
thu" l ik'd bim well enough for a bare Son-in- Law, I 
don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 
Family ; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed 1 might truſt 
in his hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs, but, ods my Life, twelve hundred 
Pound a Year wou'd ruin h:m, quite turn his Brain: 
A Captain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds a 
Year! 'Tis a Prodigy in Nature : Beſides this, I have 
five or fix thoufand Pounds in Woods upon my E- 
ſtate; Oh! That wou'd make him ſtark mad : For 
you muſt know, that all Captains have a mighty A- 
verſion to Timber, they can't endure to ſee T rees 
ſtanding. Then I ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Buil- 
der, by the help of his damn'd Magick Art, transform 
my noble Oaks and Eimes into Corniſhes, Portals, 
Saſhes, Birds, Beaſts and Devils, to adorn ſome ma- 
gotty, new- faſhion'd Bauble upon the Thames ; and 
then you ſhou'd have a Dog of a Gardener bring a 
Habeas Corpus for my Terra firma, remove it to Chel- 
ſea, or Twvittenham, and clap it into Graſs-Plats, and 
Gravel Walks. 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your 
Worſhip, but he will deliver it into no hands but 
your own. | 

Ball. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger. 

[Exit with Servant, 

Syl. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, 
and [ am Prince Pretty man exactly.— If my Bro- 
ther dies, ah poor Brother! If he lives, ah poor Si- 
ſter! 'Tis bad both ways; I'll try it again, —Fellow 
my own [nclinations, and break my Father's Heart; 
or obey his Commands, and break my own; worſe 
and warſe, Suppoſe | take it thus? A moderate For- 
tune, a pretty Fellow and a Pad; or a fine 1 

oa 
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Coach and fix, and an Aſs That will never 
do neither. | 


Enter Juſtice Ballance and a Servant. 

Ball. Put four Horſes into the Coach. [To @ Ser- 
van, who goes out.] Ho, Sylvia. 

Syl. Sir. 

Ball. How old were you when your Mother dy'd ? 

Syl. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
one; and you have been ſo careful, ſo indulgent to 
me fince, that indeed | never wanted one. 

Ball. Have | ever deny'd you any thing you a{k'd 
of me? 

Syl. Never that I remember. 

Ball. Then, Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 
Life you wou'd grant me a Favour. 

Syl. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

Ball. | don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a 
Parent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you 
wou'd take the Coach this Moment, and go into the 
Countrey. | 

Syl. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
tents of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now ? 

Ball. No matter, I will be with you in three or 
four Days, and then give you my Reaſons —But 
before you go, I expect you will make me one ſo- 
lemn Promiſe. 

Syl. Propoſe the thing, Sir. 

Ball. That you will never diſpofe of your ſelf to 
any Man, without my Conſent. 

Syl. I promiſe. 

Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
miſe I never will diſpoſe of you without your own 
Conſent, and ſo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready ; fare- 
well. [Leads her to the Door, and returns] Now ſhe's 
gone, ['ll examine the Contents of this Letrer a lit- 
tle nearer. l | [Reads, 


SIR, 
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SIR, 

Nr Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has draun a Secret 

from him, that be had from his Friend Captain 
Plume; and my Friendſhip and Relation to your Fa- 
mily, oblige me to give you timely notice of it : The 
Captain has diſhonourable Deſigns upon my Couſin Sy|- 
via. Evils of this Nature are more eaſily prevented 
than amended, and that you won d immediately ſend 
my Couſin into the Countrey, is the advice of, 


Sir, your humble Servant, 
ELINA. 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worſe than they were in my time; 
had he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it 
like a Gentleman, I cou'd have almoſt pardon'd it; 
but to tell Tales before hand is monſtrous—— Hang 
it, | can fetch down a Woodcock or a Snipe, and why 
not a Hat and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Pi- 
ſtols, and have a good mind to try. 


Enter Worthy. 

Worthy ! Your Servant. 

Vor. I'm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill 
News. 

Ball. I apprehend it, Sir; you have heard that my 
Son Owen is paſt Recovery. 

Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. 

Ball. He's happy, and I'm ſatisfied: The Strokes 
of Heaven I can bear; but Injuries from Men, Mr. 
Worthy, are not ſo eaſily ſupported. 

Wor. I hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſion 
of Wrong from any Body. 

Ball. You know I ought to be. | 
- Wor, You wrong my Honour, in believing I 
cou'd know any thing to your Prejudice, without 
reſenting it as much 2 ſhou'd. 


Ball. 
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Ball. This Letter, Sir, which | tear in pieces to 
conceal the Perſon that (ent it, informs me, that 
Plume has a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are 
privy tot. 

Wor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author | Takes wp 4 bit.] 
Sir, L know the Hand, and if you refule to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda (hall tell me. [ Going. 

Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents | have told you alrea- 
dy, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 
with Mr. Worthy, had drawn the Secret from him. 

Vor. Her Intimacy with mel! Dear Sir, let me 
pick up the pieces of this Letter; 'twill give me ſuch 
a Puwet over her Pride to have her own an Intima- 
cy under her Hand: 'T was the luckieſt Accident! 
' Gathering up the Letter.] The Aſpetſion, Sir, was 
nothing but Malice, the Effect of a little Quarrel be- 
tween her and Mrs. Sylva. 

Ba J. Are you ſure of that, Sir? 

r. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of 
the Battel, juſt now as the over heard it, But I hope, 
Sir, your Daughter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the 
Account. 

Ball. Na, no, poor Girl, (he's fo afflicted with the 
News-of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Com- 
pany, ſhe begg'd leave to be gone into the Countrey. 

Wer. And is the gone? 

Ball. | cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſling ; 
the Coach went from the Door the Minute before 
you came. 

Wor. So preſling to be gone, Sir AI find her 
Fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, 
and then Plume and I may laugh at one another. 

Ball. Like enough, Women are as ſubje to Pride 
as Men are, and why mayn't great Women as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance ? But 
come, where's this young Fellow? I love him fo 
well, it would break the Heart of me to thit him 
a Raſcal I'm glad my Daughter's gone fairly 


a ther ([ Aſide.] Where does the Captain quarter? — 
ors 
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Wor. At Horton s; I am to meet him there two 
Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Com- 


ny. 
* Your Pardon, dear Worthy, I muſt allow a 
Day or two to the Death of my Son: The Decorum 
of Mourning is what we owe the World, becauſe 
they pay it to us afterwards. I'm yours over a Bot- 
tle, or how you will. 
Wor. Sir, Em your humble Servant. 
[Excunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Kite, with a Mob in each Hand, drink— 
Kite fongs. 


Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe, 

To wipe his Scoundrel Maſter s Shoes 

For now he's free to ſing and play, 

Over the Hills and far away———Over, &c. 
[The Mob fings the Chorus. 

We ſhall lead more happy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wives, 

That ſcold and brawl both Night and Day; 

Over the Hills, and far away—— Over, &c. 


Kite. Hey Boys! Thus we Soldiers live ! drink, 
fing, dance, play: We live, as one ſhou'd fay—— 
we live tis impoſſible to tell how we live—— 


We are all Princes Why why, you are 2 
King You are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince 
now ant we | 


1ſt Mob. No, Serjeant, Ill be Emperor, 

Kite. No! 

Iſt. Meb. No, T'll be a Juſtice of Peace. 

Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man! 

iſt. Mob. Ay, wauns will I; for ſince this Preſſing- 

— they are greater than any Emperor under the 

un. 

Kits. Done: You are 2 Joſtice of Peace, 8 

* r — 
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are Os and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, 
ant 

2d. Mob. Ay, but I'll be no King. 

Kite. What then? 

2d. Mob. Ill be a Queen, 

Kite. A Queen! ; 

2d. Mob. Ay, Queen of England, that's greater 
than any King of 'em all. 

Kite. Bravely ſaid, faith; Huzza for the Queen. 
[Huzza /] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, 
Mr. Queen, did you never ſee the Queen's Picture? 

Mob, No, no, no. 

Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of 'em ſet in 
Gold, and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 
See here, they are ſet in Gold, [Takes two Broad- 

Pieces out of his Pocket, gives one to each Mob, 
iſt. Mob. The wonderful Works of Nature | 
[ Looking at it, 

24. Mob. What's this written about? Here's a Po- 
fie, I believe, Ca-ro-lus—— What's that, Serjeant ? 

Kite. O! Carolus! Why, Carolus, is Latin 
for Queen Anne; that's all. 

2d. Mob. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard 
Serjeant, will you part with this? I'll buy it on you, 
if it come within the Compaſs of a Crown. 

Kite. A Crown! never talk of —_— ; 'tis the 
ſame thing among Friends, you know; [I'll preſent 
them to ye both : you ſhall give me as good a thing. 
Put 'em up, and remember your old Friend, when I 
am over the Hills, and far away. 

[They ſing, and put up the Money, 


Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and over the Main, 

To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain : 

The Queen commands, and we'll obey, 

Over the Hills, and far away. 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll make 
one among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads? 

Kite, 
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Kite. Off with your Hats; 'Onnds off with your 
Hats : This is the Captain, the Captain. 

1ſt. Mob We have ſeen Captains afore now, Mun. 

2d. Aleb. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; $'fleſh; 
I'll keep on my Nab. | 
It Mob.: And I'fe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Cap- 
tain in England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 

Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjcant? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that ate 
willing to ſerve the Queen : I have entertain'd 'em 
juſt * as Volunteers, under your Honour's Com- 
mand. | 

Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men 
fit to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

Iſt. Mob, Wounds, Tammas, what's this ! are you 
lifted ? | 

2d. Mob. Fleſh ! not I: Are you, Coftar : 

- I. Mob. Wounds, nor I. | | 

Kite. What! not liſted : Ha, ha, ha; a very good 
Jeſt, I'faith. e 

Iſt. Mob, Come, Tummas, we'll go home. 
2d. Mob. Ay, ay, come. 

| Kite, Home! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your 
ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tummas, ho- 
neſt Coſtar. 

2d. Mob. No, no, we'll be gone. 

Kite, Nay, then, I command you to ſtay: I place 
you both Centinel? in this place, for two Hours, to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that dares ſtir from 
his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in 
his Guts the next Minute. | 
Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant? I'm afraid 
you are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 

Kite. I'm too mild, Sir: They difobey Command, 
Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other. 

Tit. Alo Shot, Tummas ? 

plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the mr 

1ſt. M=. 
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tſt Ab. We don't know ! the noble Serjeant 1s 
pleas'd to be in a Paſſion, Sir. bu 

Kite. They diſobey Command, tacy deny their be- 
ing liſted. 

zd. Mob. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny 
it neither; that we dare not do, fur fear of being 
kot: But we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and 
hezging your Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go 
home. 

Plume. That's eaſily known ; have either of you 
receiv'd any of the Queen's Money ? 

1it. ob. Not a Brais Farthing, Sir. 

Kites. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three 
and twenty Shillkngs and fix Pence, and tis now in 
their Pockets. ' 

rſt Afob. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocke 
but a bent Six-pence, Il be content to be lifted, and 
ſhot into the Bargain. 

2d. Mob. And I, look ye here, Sir. 

iſt. Mob. Ay, here's my Stock too: Nothing but 
the Queen's Picture, that the Serjeant gave me juſt 
now. | | 
- Kite, See there, a Broad-piece, three and twenty 
Shillings and Six-pence; t'other has the Fellow on't. 

Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods 
are found upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth 
Three and Twenty and Six-pence each. 4 
- Iſt, Mob. So it ſeems, that Carolus is Three and 
Twenty and Six-pence in Tatin. 

I; Mob. Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are 
iſted. 

Iſt. Mob. Fleſh! but we a'n't Tummas : I deſire to 
be carry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 

[ Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 

Plume. 'T will never do, Kite your damn'd 
Tricks will ruin me at Jaſt | won't loſe the 
Fellows tho', if I can help it ——Well, Gentlemen, 
there muſt be ſome Trick in this; my Serjeant of- 
fers to take his Oath that you are fairly liſted. 


Iſt, Mob. 
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1ſt. Mob. Why, Captain, we know that you Sol- 
diers have more Liberty of Conſcience than other 
Folks; but for me, or Neighbour Coftar here, to take 
ſuch an Oath, twould be downright Perjuration. 
Plume. Look'e, Ratcal, you Villain, if I find that 
ou have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, 
I trawple you to Death, you Dog Come, how 
was't * 
2d. Mob. Nay then, we'll ſpeak; your Serjeant, as 
you ſay, is a Rogue, begging your Worſhip's Pardon 
— , ——_— 
Iſt, Mob. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak ; you know 
I can read And ſo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two 
Pieces of Money for Pictures of the Queen, by way 
of a Preſent, 
Plume. Howl by way of a Preſent ! The Son of 
a Whore! [I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 
you ! Scoundrel, Rogue, Villain ! 
[ Beats off the Serjeant, and follow;, 
Mob. O brave noble Captain! Huzza ! a brave 
Captain, 'faith. 
iſt. Mob. Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for 1 
Beating : This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw—— 
Wounds I have a Month's Mind to go with bim. 


Enter Plume. 

Plume. A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows 
2s you, —Look'e, Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fel- 
low, | come among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, 
not as a Kidnapper, to ſteal Slaves. 

1ſt. Mob. Mind that, Tummas. 

Plume. | deſire no Man to go with me, but as l 
went my ſelf: | went a Volunteer, as you, or you, 
may do; for a little time carry'd a Musket, and now 
I command a Company. 

2d. Mob. Mind that, Coflar : A ſweet Gentleman. 

Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad- 
vantage of you; the Queen's Money was in your 
Pockets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath you 

| were 


re 
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were liſted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are 
both of you at your Liberty. 

1ſt. Mob, Thank you, noble Captain I cod, 
* find in my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo 
finely. 

— Mob. Ay, Coſtar, wou d he always hold in this 
Mind. 

Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more III tell 
you : You're both young tight Fellows, and the Ar- 
my is the place to make you Men for ever: Every 
Man has his Lot, and you have yours: What think 
you now of a Purſe of French Gold out of a Mon- 
fieur's Pocket, after you have daſh'd out his Brains 
with the But-End of your Firelock ? eh! 

Iſt. Mob. Wauns ! I'll have it. Captain —— give 
me a Shilling, I'll follow you to the end of the 
World. 

2d. Mob. Nay, dear Coſtar, do'na ; be advis'd. 

Plume, Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for 
thee, as Earneſt of what Lil do farther for thee. 

2d. Mob, Do'na take it, do'na, dear Coftar. 

[Cries and pulls back his Arm, 

iſt. Mob, | wull-—l wull —- Waunds, my Mind 

gives me that I ſhall be a Captain my felf——1 take 
your Money, Sir, and now | am a Gentleman. 

Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I 
will travel the World o'er, and command it where- 
ever we tread Bring your Friend with you if 
you can. [4 ide. 

iſt. Mob. Well, Tummas, muſt we part ? 

2d. Mob. No, Coftar, I canno leave thee——Come, 
Captain, I'll e'en go along too; and if you have two 
honeſter ſimpler Lads in your Company, than we two 
have been, I'll ſay no more. 

Plume. Here, my Lad [Gives him Money.] Now 
your Name ? 

it. Mob, Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. And yours? 

2d. Mob. Cefar Pearmain, 

Plume. Born where ? 
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1ſt. Mob. Beth in Herefordſhire. 
Plume. Very well; Courage, my Lads—— Now 
we'll fing, Over the Hills and far away. 


Courage, Boys, 'tis One to Ten 


But we return all Gentlemen, &c. [ Exeunt. 


The End of the ſecond ACT. 


A CF 300, 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Wor, Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of ou: 

two Fortunes: We lov'd two Ladies, they 
met us halt way, and juſt as we were upon the point 
of leaping into their Arms, Fortune drops into their 
Laps, Pride poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggor fills their 
Heads, Madnels takes em by the Tails ; they fnort, 
kick up their Heels, and away they run. | 

Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the 
Shore A couple of poor melancholy Monſters — 
What ſhall we do ? 

. Wor. | have a trick for mine; the Letter, you know, 
and the Fortune-teller. 

Plume. And | have a trick for mine. 

Wor. What is't ? 

Plume. III never think of her again. 

Wor. No! 

Plume. No; I think my ſelf above adminiſtring to 
the Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth Twelve 
thouſand a Year; and | ha'n't the Vanity to believe 
I ſhall ever gain a Lady worth Twelve hundred— 
The generous, good-natur'd Sylvia, in her Smock, I 
admire ; but the haughty, ſcornful Sylvia, with her 

| Fortune, 
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Fortune, I deſpiſe——— W kat, ſneak out of Town, 
and not ſo much as a Word, a Line, a Complement, 
—— —'Sdeath ! how far off does ſhe live? I'll go and 
break her Windows. 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha ; ay, and the Window-Bars too 
to come at her Come, come, Friend, no more 
of your rough military Airs, 


Enter Kite. 
Kite. Captain, Sir! look yonder, ſhe's a coming 
this way: tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 
Plume, No, Worthy, to ſhew you how much I 
am in love; here ſhe comes; and what is that 
great Countrey-Fellow with her? : 
Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 


Enter Roſe, and her Brother Bullock, and Chickens on 
her Arm in a Baſket, &C. 

Roſe, Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 
young and tender Chickens. 

Plume Here, you Chickens ! 

Roſe. Who calls? 

Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 

Roſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? 

Wor. Yes, Child, we'll both buy. 

Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for 
your felf—— Come, Child, III buy all you have. 

Roſe. Then all | have is at your Service. [Court ſies. 

Wor. Then I muſt ſhift for my ſelf, I find. | Exit. 

Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you fay. 

[Chucks her under the Chin, 

Roſe, As ever you taſted in in your Life, Sir. 

Plume. Come, I muit examine your Baſket to the 
bottom, my Dear. 

Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand; 
feel, Sir; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the 
— 

Plume. And ['ll buy it all, Child, were it ten times 
more. 

Roſe, Sir, I can furniſh you, 

The. | Plume, 
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Plume. Come then, we won't quarre! about the 
Price, they're fine Birds——Pray what's your Name, 
pretty Creature ? 

Roſe. Roſe, Sir : My Father is a Farmer within 
three ſhort Mile o'the Town; we keep this Market; 
I ſell Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother 
Bullock there ſells Corn. | 

Bullock, Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall be late 
hoame. | 0 
1 [Whiſtles about the Stage, 

Plume. Kite! [ Tips him the Wink, he returns it.) 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe——you have let me ſee 
how many? 

Roſe, A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a 
Crown. | 

Bull. Come, Rouſe, Rouſe, I ſold fifty ſtrake of 
Barley to day in half this time; but you will higgle 
and higgle for a Penny more than the Commodity is 
worth. 

Roſe. What's that to you, Oaf? I can make as 
much out of a Groat, as you can out of Four pence, 
I'm fure — The Gentleman bids fair, and when | 
meet with a Chapman, I know how to make the beſt 
of him——And fo, Sir, | ſay, for a Crown Piece the 
Bargain's yours. 

Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

Roſe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can—-my Lodg- 
ing is hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change 
there. [ Goes off, ſhe follows him. 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen 
one of theſe Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Break- 
faſt, and afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Palliſado. 

Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things; 
but pray, Sir, what is a Ravelin? 

Kite. Why, 'tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but 
the Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are 
ſomewhat hard of Digeſtion. 

Bull. Then your Palliſado, pray what may he be? 
Come, Row/e, pray ha 8 
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Kite. Your Palliſado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, a- 
bout the Fhickneſs of my Leg. | 
Bull. That's a Fib, I believe, Aſide.] Eh! where's 

Ruoſe ? Ruoſe! Rnoſe! s fleſh where's Ruoſe gone? 

Kite. She's gone with the Captain. 

Bull. The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
Women, ſure. 

Kite. But there is, Sir. 

Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rnoſe, I ſhou'd 
be ruin'd Which way went ſhe? O! the Devil 
take your Rablins and Palliſadoes. [Exit. 

Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim, 


Enter Worthy. | 
Wor, Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Na- 
ture to your Captain; admitable in your way, 1 find. 
Kite. Yes, Sir, [| underſtand my Buſineſs, I will ſay 
It You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſie, 
E and bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, 
bk there I learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought 
from my Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman 
t Wl for three Piſtoles, who liking my Beauty, made me 
e his Page; there I learn'd Impudence and Pimping. 
| was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and 
drinking my Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff's Fol- 
lower ; there | learn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt 
get into the Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and 
ge MW Drinking——So that if your Worſhip pleaſes to caſt 
m. y the whole Sum, viz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, 
timping, Bullying, Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, 
ad a Halbert, you will find the Sum Total amount 
oa Recruiting Serjeant. 
Wor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier? 
Kite. Hunger and Ambition, the Fears of Starving, 
nd Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to a Gen- 
teman, with a fair Tongue, and fair Perriwig, who 
ded me with Promiſes ; but gad, it was the light- 
f Load that ever I felt in my Life He promis d 


 [{idrance me, and indeed he did ſo=to a Garret in 
e. 0 X = : the 


32 The Recruiting Officer. 

the Savoy. Iaſk'd him why he put me in Priſon ; he 

call'd me lying Dog, and ſaid I was in Garriſon ; and C 
indeed, 'tis a Garriſon that may hold out till Dooms- hi 
day before I ſhou'd defire to take it again. But here | 
comes Juſtice Ballance. ha 


Enter Ballance and Bullock. 

BaH. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? Q 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to 
me with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd 
his Siſter; do you know any thing of this matter, 
Worthy ? 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with 
Plume to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 

Ball. Is that all, the Fellow's a Fool. 

Ball. | know that, an't pleaſe you; but if your 
Worthip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring her 
before you, for fear of the worſt, 

Ball. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enough. 

Xue. | hope ſo too. [ 4ſede, 

Wor. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to 
believe that the Captain can liſt Women. 

Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what 
they do with them, but, I am ſure, they carry as many 
Women as Men with them out of the Countrey. 

Ball. But how came you not to go along with your 
Siſter ? 

Ball. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 
than. 1 do of the Day I ſhall die ; but this Gentleman 
here, not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe 
you thought no harm, Friend, did you? 

Kite. Lackady, Sir, not I— only that, I believe, 
I ſhall marry her to morrow. [ Aſade. 

Ball. | begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 
what did that Gentleman with you? 

Bull. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fine Story 
of a great Fight between the Hungarians, I think it 
was, and the lriſh; and ſo, Sir, while we were 
the Heat of Baitel the Captain carry d off che 
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Ball. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
Captain, give him my humble Service, and defire 


him to diſcharge the Wench, tho' he has liſted her. 

Bull, Ay, and if he ben't free for that, he ſhall 
have another Man in her place. 

Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my 
Quarters inſtead of the Captain's. [ Aſide.) 

[ Exeunt Kite and Bullock, 

Ball. We muſt get this mad Captain his Comple- 
ment of Men, and ſend him packing, elſe he'll over- 
run the Countrey. 


Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Dangh- 
ter's Diſdain. 

Ball, I like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another 
Fellow at his Age: I never ſet my Heart upon any 
Woman ſo much as to make my ſelf uneaſie at the 
Diſappointment ; but what was very ſurprizing both 
to my ſelf and Friends, I chang'd o'th' ſudden, from 
the moſt fickle Lover, to the moſt conſtant Huſband in 
the World. But how goes your Affair with Melinda? 

Wor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, 
but I think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches; or, 
| fanſy Venus had been dallying with her Cripple Vul- 
can when my Amour commenc'd, which has made 
it go on ſo lamely; my Miſtreſs has got a Captain 
too, but ſuch a Captain! As TI live, yonder he comes. 

Ball. Who? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 
know him. 

Wor. But | engage he knows you, and every Body 
at firſt ſight; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were 
not his Ignorance proportionable ; he has the moſt 
univerſal Acquaintance of any Man living, for he 
won't be alone, and no Body will keep him company 
twice; then he's a Ceſar among the Women, Veni, 
Vids, Vici, that's all. If he has but talk'd with the 
Maid, he ſwears he has lain with the Miſtreſs';; but 
the moſt ſurprizing part of his Character is his Me- 
mory, which is the moſt prodigious and the moſt 
rifing in the World. 


NT Ball, 


— 
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Ball. J have met with ſuch Men, and I take this 
good for-nothing Memory to proceed from a certain 
contexture of the Brain, which is purely adapted to 
Impertinencies, and there they lodge ſecure, the Ow- 
ner having no Thoughts of his own to diſturb them. [ 
have known a Man as perfect as a Chronologer, as 
to the Day and Year of moſt important Tranſacti- 
ons, but be altogether ignorant in the Cauſes, or 
Conſequences of any one thing of moment; | have 
known another acquire ſo much by Travel, as to tell 
you the Names of moſt places in Exrope, with their 
diſtances of Miles, Leagues or Hours, as punctually 
as a Poſt-Boy; but for any thing elſe, as ignorant as 
the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller; 
Privilege of Lying, and even that he abufes ; this is 
the Picture, behold the Life, 


| Enter Brazen. | 

Brax. Mr. Worthy, I am your Servant, and ſo 
forth Hark'e, my Dear. 

Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not 
Manners, and when no Body's by, tis fooliſh. 

Brax. Company! Mort de ma vie! | beg the Gen- 
 Heman's Pardon; who is he? 

Wor. Aſk him. 

Braz. So I will. My dear, I am your Servant, 
and ſo forth; your Name, my Dear? 

Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. 

Brax. Laconick! A very good Name truly; [I have 
known ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad, poor Jack La- 
conick / He was kill'd at the Battel of Landen. I re- 
member that he had a blue Ribbon in his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fell we found a piece of Neats 
Tongue in his Pocket. 

Ball. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 
them, at Landen? 

Braz. The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you 
a Jacohite ? 

Ball, Why that Queſtion ? 
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Braz. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the French durſt attack us No, Sir, we attack'd 
them on the l have reaſon to remember the time, 
for | had two and twenty Horſes kill'd under me that 
Day. 

e. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Ball, Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countreyman, you 
rid upon half a duzen Horſes at once. 

Brax. What do you mean, Gentlemen? I tell you 
they were kill d, all torn to pieces by Cannon-Shot, 
except tix I ſtak d to Death upon the Enemies Che- 
vaux de Friſe. 

Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name ? 

Braz. Brazen, at your Service. 

Ball, Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have 
known ſeveral of the Brazens abroad. 

Wor. Do you know one Captain Plame, Sir? 

Braz. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in 
Northamptonſhire z—— Honeſt Frank! many, many 
a dry Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt; you mult 
have known his Brother Charles that was concern'd 
in the India Company, he marry'd the Daughter of 
old Tongue Pad, the Maſter in Chancery, a very pret- 
ty Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe dy'd in Child- 
bed of her firſt Child; but the Child ſurviv'd, 'twas 
a Daughter, but whether 'twas caild Magaret or 
Margery, upon my Soul, I can't remember, | Looking 
on his Watch.) But, Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, 
a twenty thouſand Pounder preſently, upon the Walk 
by the Water Worthy, your Servant, Laconick 
yours. . | Ext. 

Ball. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Me- 
linda, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe 
ought to give you cauſe to be ſo. 

Wor. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining her ſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; 
were there any Credit to be given to his Words, I 
ſhould believe Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; 
| muſt go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. Exit. 
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Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſs 
But what have we got here ? 


Enter Roſe ſinging. 

Roſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and 
ride fingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, upon a 
Velvet Side-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London, and (ee 
the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen your Wor- 
ihip ride through our Grounds a hunting, begging 
your Worſhip's Pardon——Pray what may this Lace 
be worth a Yard? [ Shewing ſome Lace. 

Ball. Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child ? 

Roſe. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly by 
it. 

Ball. I queſtion it much. 

Roſe, And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſhell Snuff- 
box, and fine Mangere, ſee here. | Takes Snuff aſſe- 
Fedly.] The Captain learn'd me how to take it with 
an Air, 

Ball. Oho ! the Captain! Now the Murther's ont, 
and !o the Captain taught you to take it with an Air. 

Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too Will 
your Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? | 

[ Offers the Box aſſectedly. 

Ball. You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. 
And pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe 
fine things ? 

Roſe. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and 
two or three Sweet-hearts that I have in the Coun- 
trey, they ſhall all go with the Captain: O he's the 
fineſt Man, and the humbleſt withal ; wou'd you be- 
lieve it, Sir, he carry'd me up with him to his own 
Chamber, with as much Familiarity as if I had been 
the beſt Lady in the Land. 

Ball. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, 28 
can be, SIE | 


Enter 
> 
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Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. But it is not /o 
With thoſe that go, 
Thro' Froſt and Snow, 
Moſt apropo, 
Aly Maid with the Milking-pail. 
[ Takes hold of Roſe. 


How, the Juſtice ! then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd,, 
and executed, 

Ball. O, my noble Captain ! 

Roſe. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 

Plume. Sdeath, Child, are you mad ?— Mr. Bal- 
lance, | am ſo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 
| ha'n't a Moment's time to-—l have juſt now three 
or four People to | 

Ball. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to ou 

Roſe. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 

Plume. Any other time, Sir —— I cannot for my 
Life, Si. 

Ball, Pray, Sir 

Plume. Twenty thouſand things I wou d 
but——now, Sir, pray — Devil take me ——I1 


cannot - muſt —— [ Breaks away. 
Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. [ Exit. 
Roſe. And I too, Exit. 


SCENE, The Walls by the Severn ide. 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. 

Mel. And pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pen- 
dants, or Knots? or in what Shape was the Almighty 
Gold transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much in his 
Favour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laft Bribe I had was from 
the Captain, and that was only a ſmall piece of Flan- 
ders Edging for Pinners. 

Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtaat a Preſent 
from Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is 
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from their Women to them. They every Year bring 
over a Cargo of Lace, to cheat the Queen of her 
Duty, and her Subjects of their Honeſty, 

Luc. They only barter one ſort of prohibited Goods 
for another, Madam. | | 

Mel. Has any of 'em been bartering with you, Mrs, 
Pert, that you talk ſo like a Trader ? 

Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if it 
were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho' ! 
pretend to excuſe it: Tho he ſhou'd not ſee you this 
Week, can I help it? But as I was ſaying, Madam 
his Friend, Captain Plume, has ſo taken him up theſe 
two Days. 

Mel. Pha! wou'd his Friend, the Captain, were 
ty'd upon his Back; 1 warrant, he has never been 
ſober fince that confounded Captain came to Town: 
The Devil take all Officers, I ſay— they do the Na- 
tion more harm by debauching us at home, than they 
do good by defending us abroad: No ſooner a Cap- 
tain comes to Town, but all the young Fellows flock 
about him, and we can't keep a Man to our ſelves. 

Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your Con- 
cern for Worthy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him 
better when he's with you. 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for 
his Abſence? I'm only yex'd that I've had nothing 
ſaid to me theſe two Days: One may like the Love, 
and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may love the 
Treaſon, and hate the Traytor. O! here comes a- 
nother Captain, and a Rogue that has the Confidence 
to make Love to me; but, indeed, I don't wonder 
at that, when he has the Aſſurance to fanſy himſelf a 
fine Gentleman. | 

Luc. If he ſhou'd ſpeak o'th' Aſſignation, I ſhou'd 
be ruin'd. [ Aſide. 

Enter Brazen. 

Brax. Truth to the Touch, faith! [Aſide] Ma- 
dam, I am your humble Servant, and all that, Nla- 
dam ? A fine River this ſame Severn— Do yo love 
Fiſhing, Madam ? 


Me! 
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Mel. 'Tis 2 pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lo- 


vers. 

Braz. I'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently; for 
you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd in Flaz- 
ders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, 
and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and | was never ſo 
much in Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in all 
the Campaigns I ever made, I have not ſcen ſo fine 
a Woman as your Ladyſhip. 

Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I never 
had fo fine a Complement ; but you Soldiers are the 
beſt bred Men, that we muſt allow. 

Brax. Some of us, Madam— gut there are Brutes 
among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my own part, I 
have always had the good luck to prove agreeable 
have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam—1I might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. The 
Daughter of a Twrkiſh Baſhaw fell in Love with me 
too, when I was Priſoner among the Infidels ; ſhe of- 
fer d to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make her 
Eſcape with me, but I don't know how, my 
Time was not come; Hanging and Marriage, you 
know, go by Deſtiny : Fate has reſerv'd me for a 
Shropſhire Lady worth Twenty thouſand Pound Do 
you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam ? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb! { Aſide.] To be ſure, 
3 great many Ladies of that Fortune, wou'd be proud 
of the Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Brax. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 


Enter Worthy. 
Mel. O! are you there, Gentleman? — Come, 
Captain, we'll walk this way, give me your Hand. 
Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at 
your Service Mr. Worthy, your Servant, my 
Dear. [ Exit, leading Mclinda. 
Wor, Death and Fire, this is not to be born. 
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: Enter Plume. 

Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Wor. What ? . 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the Queen——raifing Men, and raifing 
the Exciſe——Recruiting and Elections are rare Friends 
to the Exciſe. 

Wor. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume. No, no, whimſical only ; I could be migh- 
ty fooliſh, and fanſy my ſelf mighty witty. Reaſon 
Rill keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all, 

Wor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. 

8 As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the 

t. 

Wor. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſ- 
fel from that Tangerine. 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is ſhe mann'd? 

Wor. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to 
Day; ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firſt- Rate, I can 
aſſure you; ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on 
purpoſe to affront me; but according to your Ad- 
vice I wou'd take no notice, becauſe T wou'd ſeem 
to be above a Concern for her Behaviour ; but have 
a care of a Quarrel. 

Plume. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in 
my Cups but an Oyfter- Wench, or a Cook-Maid ; and 
if they ben't civil, I knock em down: But hearke, 
my Friend, I'll make Love, and I muſt make Love. 
I tell you what, I'll make Love like a Platoon. 

Wor. Platoon, how's that ? 

Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand faith; moſt La- 
dies are gain'd by Platooning. 

Wor. Here they come; I muſt leave you. [Exi. 

Plume. Soh ! now muſt I look as ſober, and as de- 
mure, as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 


Enter Brazen and Melinda, 
Braz. Who's that, Madam ? 
Auel. A Brother- Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, * 
— | 4%, 
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Brax. Ay — my Dear. [To Plume, 
Plume. My Dear. [ Run and embrace. 
Brax. My dear Boy, how ist? Your Name, my 
Dear? if I be not miſtaken, I have ſeen your Face. 
Plume. | never ſaw yours in my Life, my Dear— 
But there's a Face well known, as the Sun's that ſhines 
on all, and is by all ador'd. 2614 
Braz. Have you any Pretenſions, Sir? . 
Plume. Pretenfions ! 
Braz. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad? 
Plume. I have ſerv'd at home, Sir, for Ages ſery'd 
this cruel Fair —— And that will ſerve the turn, Sir? 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands——] fee 
Worthy yonder——l cou'd be content to be Friends 
with him, wou'd he come this way. [ 4 ſide. 
Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? 
Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding. - 


Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, 
Envy d by Nymphs, and worſhip'd by the Swains. 


Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet I ſhall be out. 


Behold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn ſide. 


Brax. Don't mind him, Madam — lf he were 
not ſo well dreſs'd, I ſhould take him for a Poet. 
But l' ſhew the Difference preſently ——-Come, Ma- 
dam, we'll place you between us, and now the 
longeſt Sword carries her, [ Draws. 


Mel, | Shrieking.] 


Enter Worthy. 

Oh! Mr, Worthy, ſave me from theſe Mad-men. _ 
Exit with Worthy. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sic? 
andfight the bold RE = | 


Brac 
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' Braz. No, Sir, you are my Man. 
gn | don't like the Wages, and I won't be you; 

RT ; | 

Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword. 

. Plume. No! Pray what did it coft ? 

- Braz. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 
Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 

Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. 


c Enter Sylvia ia Man's Apparel, 
Syl. Save ye, ſave ye, Gentlemen. 

Brax. My Dear! I'm yours. 

Plume. Do you know the Gentleman ? 

Braz. No, but I will preſently Your Name, 
my Dear? 

Syl, Wilful ; Jack Wilſul, at your Service, 

Brax. What, the Keniiſh Wilſuls, or thoſe of Sra/- 

fordfhire ? 

* $yl. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Wil 
in Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent, 
Plume. Do you live in this Countrey, Sir? 

Syl. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand; 1 have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor Habitation, beyond this Spot of 
Ground. 

Braz. What are you, Sir? 

Syl. A Rake. : 

Plume. In the Army, I preſume, 

Syl. No, but I intend to lift immediately—Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids me faireſt, has me. 

Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, 11! make you a Corpo- 
ral this Minute. 

Plume. Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, 
you ſhall eat with me. 

Braz. You ſhall drink with me. 

Plume. You ſhall lie with me, you young Rogue, 

[ Kiſſes, 

Braz You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty, 

Syl. Then you mult make me a Field Officer. 


Plume, 


s 


. 
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Plume. Pho, pho, pho! lll do more than all this; 
Lu make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for 
Serjeant. 

Brax. Can you read and write, Sit? 

Sy. Yes. 

Brax. Then your Buſineſs is done————1']] make 
you Chaplain to the Regiment. 

Syl. Your Promiſes ate ſo equal, that I'ma at a loſs to 
chuſe; there is one Plume, that | hear much commen- 
ded, in Town; pray, which of you is Captain Plume ? 

Plume. | am Captain Plume. 

Brax. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 

Syl. Hey day! 

Plume Captain Plume Um your Servant, my Dear, 

Brax. Captain Brazen! | am yours — the Fellow 
dares not fight. 


Fater Kite. 
Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe 


[Goes to whiſper Plume. 

Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Captain 

Plume, your Serjeant has got fo drunk, he miſtakes 
me for you. | 

Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot.— Here, my He- 


| ctor of Holborn, forty Shillings for you. 


Plume. | forbid the Banes.—Look'e, Friend, you 
ſhall liſt with Captain Brazen. 

Syl. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt; I will 
lit with Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Engliſhman, 
and will be a Slave my own way Look'e, Sir, 
will you ſtand by me? [To Brazen, 

Braz. I warrant you, my Lad. 

Syl. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To 
Plume.) that you are an ignorant, pretending, im- 
pudent Coxcomb. ; 

Brax. Ay, ay, a ſad Dog. 

Syl. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Captain Plume. i 

Plume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen! 

S 1 won't. 5 


Brax. 
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Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the Dif- 
pute preſently ———Heak'e, my Dear. 

[Takes Plume to one fide of the Stage, and enter- 
tains him in dumb Show. 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, 
I am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath ont. 

Syl. What! You are Serjeant Ke, 

Kite, At your Service. 

Pp Syl. Then 1 would not take your Oath for a Far- 
ing. 

Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age 
Pray, Sir, let me look full in your Face ? 

Syl, Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 

Kite, The very Image of my Brother; two Bul- 
lets of the ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure it 
muſt be Charles, Charles 

Syl. What d'ye mean by Charles ? 

Kite, The Voice too, only a little Variation in 
Effa ut flat: My dear Brother, for I muſt call you 
ſo, if you ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the 
moſt noble Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for 

a Comrade. | 

Syl, No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if a- 
ny body's. 

Kite. Ambition there again! Tis a noble Paſſion 
for a Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. 
Ambition! I ſee a Commiſlion in his Face already: 
Pray, noble Captain, give me leave to ſalute you. 

[Offers to kiſs her. 

Syl. What, Men kiſs one another. 

Kite, We Officers do: 'tis our way ; we live toge- 
ther like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or 
fighting : But I ſee a Storm coming. 

Syl. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Cap- 
tain by your knocking down the other, 

Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. 

Braz. How dare you contend for any thing, and 
not dare to draw your Sword? But you are a young 
Fellow, and have not been much abroad; I _— 

at, 
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that , but prithee refign the Man, prithee do; you 
are a very honeſt Fellow. 

Plume, You lye; and you are a Son of a Whore. 

[ Draws and makes up to Brazen, 

Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for 
the Lady? [ Retiring, 

Plume. I always do ——— But for a Man I'll fight 
Knee deep, ſo you lye again. [Plume and Brazen 
fight a Traverſe or two about the Stage; Sylvia draws, 
who is held by Kite, who ſounds to Arms with his 
Mouth ; takes Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her off 
the Stage. | 

Braz. Hold, where's the Man ? 

Plume. Gone. 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? [Puts up] 
Now let's embrace, my Dear. 

Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. [ Putting up.] 
I ſuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this time. [ Embraces. 

Braz. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with 
a Man before I make him my Friend; and if once I 
find he will fight, I never quarrel with him after- 
wards. And now I'll tell you a Secret, my dear 
Friend, that Lady we frighted out of the Walk juſt 
now, I found in bed this Morning — So beautiful, 
ſo inviting—l preſently lock'd the Door——But I am 
a Man of honour——But I believe I ſhall marry her 
nevertheleſs—Her twenty thouſand Pound, you know, 
will be a pretty Conveniency | had an Aſſig- 
nation with her here, but vour coming ſpoil'd my 
Sport. Curſe you, my Dear, but don't do ſo agen — 

Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at 
preſent, [ Exeunt, 


The End of the Third ACT, 


ACT: IV; 
SCENE, The Walk continues. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock meeting. 


Roſe. Here have you been, you great Booby ? 
\ you are always out of the way in the 
time ot Freferment. 

Bull. Preferment! who ſhou'd prefer me? 

Roſe. | wou'd prefer you! who ſhou'd prefer a 
Man but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great 
2 hold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look 

" | 
Bull. Ah Ruoſe, Ruoſe, | fear ſome body will look 
big ſooner than Folk think of: This genteel Breed- 
ing never comes into the Countrey without a Train 
of Followers, Here has been Cart ubeel your 
Sweet heart, what will become of him? 

Roſe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will pro- 
vide for my Relations : I told the Captain how 
finely he play'd upon the Taber and Pipe, ſo he has 
ſer him down for Drum- Major. 

Bull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place 
for me? you know [ have always lov'd to be a drum- 
ming, if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot, 


Enter Sylvia. 

Syl. Had IT but a Commiſſion in my Pocket, I 
fanſy my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any 
ranting Fellow of 'em all; for I take a bold Step, a 
rakiſh Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air to 
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at once, [Kiſſes Roſe.) and her Biother too! - Well, 
EF honeſt Dwngfork, do you know the difference be- 
tween 4 Horſe and a Cart, and a Cart Horſe, ch? 
Bull. | preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, 
by your Cloaths and your Courage. 
Syl. Suppoſe I wete, wou'd you be contented to 
lift, Friend? 
Roſe. No, no, tho' your Worſhip be a handſome 
Man, there be others as fine as you; my Brother is 
engag'd to Captain Plume. 
Syl. Plume! Do you know Captain Plume? 
Roſe. Yes, I do, and he knows me He took 
the Ribbands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put 'em in- 
to my Shoes—— See there! can aſſure you that I 
can do any thing with the Captain, 
Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir, Have 2a 
| care what you ſay, Ruo/e, don't ſhame your Paren- 
tage. 

Roſe. Nay, for that matter, I am not ſo ſimple as 
to ſay that I can do any thing with the Captain, but 
what I may do with any body elſe. 

Sy. So!l——And pray what do you expect from 
this Captain, Child? 

- Roſs, I expect, Sir. Il expet——But he order'd 
me to tell no body, —But ſuppoſe that he ſhould 
promiſe to marry me? 

Syl. You ſhou'd have a care, my Dear, Men will 
promiſe any thing before-hand. 

Roſe. I know that, but he promis'd to marry me 
afterwards. . 

Bull. Wouns, Ruoſe, what have you ſaid? 

Syl. Afterwards? After what ? 

Roſe. After I had ſold my Chickens. l hope 
there's no harm in that. 


Enter Plume. 


Plume. What, Mr. Wilful, ſo cloſe with my Mar- 
ket Woman! 
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Syl. Il try if he loves her. [ 4/ide.] Cloſe, Sir, 
ay, and cloſer yet, Sir. — Come, my pretty Maid, 
you and | will withdraw a little. 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her yet. 

Syl. Nor have [ begun with her, ſo | have as good 
Right as you have. 

Plume. Thou art a Bloody impudent Fellow. 

Sys. Sir, | wou'd qualifie my ſelf for the Service, 

Plume. Haſte thou really a mind to the Service ? 

Syl. Yes, Sir; So let her go. 

Roſe. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo violent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choices 
Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman? 

Roſe. Let me confider, you're both very handſome. 

Plume. Now the natural Unconſtancy of her Sex 
begins. to Work. 

Roſe. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? | 

Bull, Don't be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhould be 
Mercenary, for ſhe's but young. 

Syl. Give thee, Child! Il ſet thee above Scan- 
dal; you ſhall have a Coach with fix before and fix 
behind, an Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and 
put Virtue out of Countenance. 

Plume. Pho, that's eafily done; I'll do more for 


thee, Child, I'll buy you a Furbeloe, Scarf, and give 


you a Ticket to ſee a Play, 

Bull. A Play! Wauns, R#oſe, take the Ticket, 
and let's ſee the Show. 

Syl. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, INI go 
lift with Captain Brazez this Minute. 

Plume, Will you lift with me if | give up my Title? 

Syl. I will. 

Plume. Take her: I'll change a Woman for a Man 
at any time. | 

Roſe. I have heard before, indeed, that you Cap- 
tains us'd to ſell your Men. 

Bull. Pray, Captain, do not ſend Ruoſe to the Weſt- 
Indies. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſt-Indies No, no, my ho- 


neſt Lad, give my thy Hand; nor you, nor ſhe, ſhall 
move 


Jealoufie of my impertinent Landlady interpos'd. 
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move a ſtep farther than I do—— This Gentleman is 
one of us, and will be kind to you, Mrs. Roſe. 

Roſe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the 
Captain wou'd ? 

Syl. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Cir- 
cumſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but I'll 
take Care of you, upon my Word. 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall 
live like a Princeſs, and her Brother here (hall be 
What wou'd you be? 

Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis'd the Place 
of Drum- Major 

Plume. Ay, that is promis'd —— But what think 
you of Barrack-Maſter? You are a Perſon of Under- 
ſtanding, and Barrack-Mafter you ſhall be. But 
what's become of this ſame Cartwwheel you told me 
of, my Dear? 

Roſe. We'll go fetch him. Come, Brother Bar- 
nck-Maſter———— We ſhall find you at home, noble 
Captain ? [Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 

Plume. Yes, yes; and now, Sir, here are your 
forty Shillings. 

Syl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money ; 
if | do ſerve, tis purely for Loye——of that Wench, 
I mean For you muſt know, that among my 
other Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part of my For- 
tune in ſearch of a Maid, and cou'd never find one 
hitherto; ſo you may be afſur'd I'd not ſell my Free- 
dom under a leſs Purchaſe than I did my Eftate.—So 
before I liſt, I muſt be certify'd that this Girl is 2 
Virgin. | 

Plume. Mr. Wilful, 1 can't tell you how you can be 
certify'd in that Point till you try ; but upon my Ho- 
nour ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to 
the contrary.— gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome 
trifling Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that the 
beſt Security for a Woman's Soul is her Body, I wou'd 
have made my ſelf Maſter of that too, had not the 


Syl, 


— 
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Syl. So you only want an Opportunity for accom- 
pliſhing your Deſigns upon her. 

Plume. Not at all, I bave already gain'd my Ends, 
which were only the drawing in one or two of her 
Followers. The Women, you know, are the Load- 
ſtones every where; gain the Wives, and you ate 
careſs'd by the Huſbands; pleaſe the Miſtreſs, and you 


are valu'd by the Gailants; ſecure an Intereſt with 


the fineſt Women at Court, and you procure the Fa- 
vour of the greateſt Men So kiſs the prettieſt 
Countrey Wenches, and you are fure of liſting the 
luſtieft Fellows. Some People may call this Artifice, 
but I term it Stratagem, ſince it is ſo main a part of 
the Service—— Beſides, the Fatigue of Recruiting is 
ſo intolerable, that unleſs we cou'd make our ſelves 
ſome Pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd 
be able to bear it. | 

Syl. Well, Sir, I am ſatisfy'd as to the Point in 
Debate; but now let me beg you to lay aſide your 
Recruiting Airs, put on the Man of Honour, and tell 
me plainly what Uſage I muſt expect when I am un- 
der your Command ? 

Plame. You muſt know, in the firſt place, then, 
that I hate to have Gentlemen in my Company; for 
they are always troubleſome and expenſive, fome- 
times dangerous; and 'tis a conſtant Maxim among 
us, that thoſe who know the leaft, obey the beſt. 
Notwithſtandiug all this, I find ſomething ſo agreea- 
ble about you, that engages me to court your Com- 
pany; and I can't tell how it is, but I ſhou'd be un- 
ealie to ſee you under the Command of any Body 
elle Your Uſage will chiefly depend upon your 
Behaviour; only this you muſt expect, that it you 
commit a (mall Fault, I will excuſe it, if a great one, 
Ui diſcharge you; for fomething tells me, I ſhall not 
be able to puniſh you. : 

Syl. And ſomething tells me, that if you do di- 
charge me, 'twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you can 
inflict; for were we this moment to go upon the 


greateſt Dangers in your Profeſiion, they anche 
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leſs terrible to me, than to ſtay behind you——And 
now your Hand, this liſts me——And now you are 
my Captain. | 

Plume. Your Friend. [ Kiſſes her.] Sdeath? There's 
ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

Syl. One Favour I muſt beg This Affair will 
make ſome noiſe, and | have ſome Friends that wou'd 
cenſure my Conduct, if | threw my ſelf into the Cir- 
cumſtance of a private Centinel of my own Head 
| muſt therefore take care to be impreſt by the Act 
of Parliament, you ſhall leave that to me. 

Plume. What you pleaſe as to that—eWill you 
lodge at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall 
have part of my Bed. 

84. O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd 
not you rather he with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines; I have got an Air of Freedom, which 
People miſtake for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake 
Formality in others for Religion — The World is all 
a Cheat; only I take mine, which is undeſign'd, to 
be more excuſable than theirs which is hypocritical. 
hut no body but my ſelf, and they abuſe all Man- 
kind— Will you lie with me? 

Syl. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; ſhe's to be 
my Bedfellow, you know. 

Plume. I had forgot; pray be kind to her. 

[Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 

Mel. Tis the greateft Misfortune in Nature for a 
Woman to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, that 
we can do nothing without Aſſiſtance, and then a Se- 
cret racks us worſe than the Colick —— I am at this 
minute ſo fick of a Secret, that I'm ready to faint a- 
Way — Help me, Lucy, 

Luc, Bleſs me, Madam! What's the matter ? 

Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover——lf Syl- 
wa were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults 
tor the Eaſe of diſcovering my own, * 

uc. 
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Lac. You're thoughtful, Madam; am not I wor- 
thy to know the Cauſe 2 

Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make 
you ſaucy. 

Luc, Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a 
C auſe, Madam. 

Mel. Cauſe or not. Cauſe, I muſt not loſe the Plea- 
ſure of chiding when [ pleaſe; Women muſt diſcharge 
their Vapours ſomewhere, and before we get Hul- 
bands our Servants muſt expect to bear with 'em. 

Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me to a 
Degree above a Servant: You know my Family, and 
that 500 l. wou'd ſet me upon the foot of a Gentle- 
woman, and make me wortby the Confidence of 
any Lady in the Land; beſides, Madam, twill ex- 
tremely encourage me in the great Deſign I now have 
in hand. 

Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any 
great Advantage to you: 'Twill pleaſe me, indeed, 
in the Humour I have of being reveng'd on the Fool 
for his Vanity of making Love to me, ſo | don't 
much care if I do promiſe you five hundred Pound 
upon my Day of Marriage. 

Luc. That is the way, Madam, to make me dili- 
gent in the Vocation of a Confident, which 1 think 
is generally to bring People together. 

Mel. O Lucy! I can hold my Secret no longer: 
You muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune- 
teller in Town, I went diſguis'd to ſatisfy a Curioſity, 
which has coſt me dear : That Fellow is certainly the 
Devil, or one of his Boſom-Favourites, he has told 
me the moſt ſurprizing things of my paſt Life. 

Luc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 
ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Did he 
tell you any thing ſurprizing that was to come? 

Mel. One thing very ſurprizing; he ſaid I ſhou d 
die a Maid! ; 

Luc, Die a Maid! Come into the World for no- 
thing Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it 
might come to paſs ; for the bare Thought on t mor 
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kill one in four and twenty Hours —— And did you 
aſk him any Queſtions about me? 

Mol. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. 

Luc, So tis I that am to die a Maid But the 
Devil was a Liar from the beginning, he can't make 
_ a Maid have put it out of his Power al- 
ready. 

Mel. I do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, 
and call'd my ſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my 
Name, my Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the 
whole Hiſtory of my Life — He told me of a Lover 
] had in this Countrey, and deſcrib'd Worthy ex- 
atly, but in nothing ſo well as in his preſent Indiffe- 
rence I fled to him for Refuge here to day, he 
never ſo much as encourag'd me in my fright, but 
coldly told me, that he was ſorry for the Accident, 
becauſe it might give the Town cauſe to cenſure my 
conduc, excus'd his not waiting on me home, made 
me a careleſs Bow, and walk'd off: Sdeath! I cou'd 


have ſtab'd him, or my ſelf, twas the ſame thing 


Yonder he comes—-l will ſo uſe him 

Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune-teller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times 
go, it is not impoſſible for a Woman to die a Maid. 


Enter Worthy. 

Mel. No matter. 

Wor, I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtrike while the 
Iron is hot You have a great deal of Courage, 
Madam, to venture into the Walks where you were 
ſo lately frighten'd. 

Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to 
appear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 

Wor. I had no deſign to affront you, nor appear 
before you either, Madam: I left you here, becauſe 
I had Buſineſs in another Place, and came hither 
thinking to meet another Perſon. | 

Mel, Since you find your ſelf diſappointed, I hope 


you'll withdraw to another part of the Walk, 


Wor, 


— 
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Wor. The Walk is broad enough for us both [They 
walk by one another, he with his Hat cock d, ſhe fret- 
ting and tearing her * Will you pleaſe to take 
Snuff, Madam? | He offers her his Box, ſhe frites it 
out of his Hand; while he is gathering is p, Brazen 
takes her round the Waſte, ſhe cuffs bim. 


Enter Brazen, | 
Braz. What, here before me, my Dear! 
Mel. What means this Infolence? 
Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy. 


| | 1 [ To Brazen. 
Brax. No, no, I'm ftrack blind=—#orthy / od(o! 
well turn'd—— — My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers 


ends — Madam, I aſk your Pardon, tis our way 
abroad — Mr. Worthy, you are the hagpy Man. 

Wor, | don't envy your Happineſs very much, if SC 
the Lady can afford no other ſort of Fayours but what 
ſhe has beſtow'd upon ou. | 

Mel. I am ſorry the Favour miſcatry d, for it was WO Kit 
deſign'd for you, Mr. Worthy; and be affur'd 'tis the Kt, 
laſt and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands 
— Captain, I aſk your Pardon Exis with Lucy. 

Braz. I grant it — You ſee Mr. Worthy, 'twas Ove) 
only a Random-ſhot, it might have taken off your IA Ad 
Head as well as mine; Courage, my Dear, 'tis the of Gr; 
Fortune of War; but the Enemy has thought fit to Gonju 
withdraw, I think. . 

Wor. Withdraw! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by 
withdraw ? | 

Brax. I'll ſhew you. 

Wor, She's loſt, irrecoverably loft, and Plume's Ad- 
vice has ruin'd me: 'Sdeath ! why ſhould I, that 
knew her haughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's 2 
Stranger to her Pride ? 


Enter Plume. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal: Don't frown 
ſo, Man, ſhe's your own, I tell you: I ſaw the Fury 
of her Love in the Extremity of her rms My y 

e 
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Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves 
you to Madneſs. That Rogue Kite began the Baitel 
with abundance of Conduct, and will bring you off 
victorious, my Life on't; he plays his part admirably, 
ſhe's to be with him again preſently. 

Wor. But what cou'd be the meaning of Brazen s 
Familiarity with her. | 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to 
daw Conſequences from the Actions of Fools : 
There's no arguing by the Rule of Reaſon upon a 
Science without Principles, and ſuch is their Conduct 
—Whim, unaccountable Whim hurries em on 
like 2 Man drunk with Brandy before ten a Clock in 


, the Morning— gut we loſe our Sport Kite has 
5 open d above an hour ago, let's away. (Exc unt. 
F SCENE, A Cbamler; a Table with Books and 


Globes, 


Kite diſguis'd in a firange Havit, ſitting at a Table, 


* Kite. Riſing.) By the Pulition or the Heavens, 
i rind from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial 
. Globes, L find that Luna was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a 


is orveyor, Mercury a Thief, Jau, a Whore, Saturn 
ar un Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant 
ne Wo! Granadeers; and this is the Syſtem of Kite the 
to Won urer. 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 

Plume. Well, what Su-ce!s ? 

Kite. | have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor 
Wrexdy; one's to he a Cipizin »t Marines, and the 
ber a Major of Dragoons | am to manage 
dem at Night <— Have you leen the Lady, 
i [Worthy ? 

Wir. Ay, but it won't do Have you ſhew'd 
her Name, that I tore off from the bottom of 
de Leiter? 


Y | Kite, 


OI 
—— 
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Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke, 
Plume. What Letter? | 
Wor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for fear Hi 
that you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt, 
[ Knocking at the Door. Ces 


Kite. Officers to your Poſts, Mind the Door. 6 
{Exeunt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Door. * 
Enter à Smith. be | 


Smith. Well, Maſter, are you the Cunning Man? Art 

Kite. | am the learned Copernicus. 

Smith. Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, and! 
can't afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 

Kite. Perhaps that is more than 'tis worth. 

Smith. Look'e, Doctor, let me have ſomething 
that's good for my Shilling, or I'll have my Money 
again. 

Kite. If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have 
your Shilling forty-fold Your Hand, Countrey- 
man, you're by Trade a Smith. 

Smith, How the Devil ſhou'd you know that ? 

Kite, Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother- 
Tradeſmen You were born under Forceps. 

Smith. Forceps ! what's that? 

Kite. One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sagittarius, 
Forceps, Furnes, Dix mude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charle- 
roy, and fo forth—— Twelve of 'em——Let me ſee 
Did you ever make any Bombs or Cannon-Bullets? 

Smith. Not I. 

Kite. You either have or will The Stars have 
decreed, that you ſhall be——1 muſt have more Mo- 
ney, Sit Your Fortune's great. 

Smith Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 

Ki:e. O Sir, 1'1] truſt you, and take it out of you : 
Anears. 

Smith. Arrears! what Arrears? 

Kite. The five hundred Pound that's owing to 10 
from the Government. : 

S$mich, Owing me! 
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Kite. Owing you, Sir——Let me ſee your t'other 
Hand,-l beg your Pardon, it will be owing to yoga 
And the Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty per 
Cent. for a Fortnight's Advance. 

Smith. I'm in the Clouds, Doctor, all this while. 

Kite. Sir, I am above em, among the Stars 
In two Years, three Months and two Hours, you will 
be made Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of 
Artillery, and will have ten Shillings a Day, and two 
Servants—""Tis the Decree of the Stars, and of the 
fix'd Stars, that are as immovable as your Anvil 
Strike, Sir, while the Iron is hot Fly, Sir, be 
gone. 

Smith, What! what wou'd you have me do, Do- 
: Gor? | wiſh the Stars wou'd put me in a way for 
Y I this fine Place. 

Kite, The Stars do——let me fee——ay, about an 


a: Hour hence walk careleſly into the Market-place, and 
J you'll fee a tall, ſlender Gentleman, cheapning a 
Pennyworth of Apples, with a Cane hanging upon 

ler- lis Button This Gentleman will aſk you what's a 
Jock He's your Man, and the Maker of your 


Fortune Follow him, follow him——And now 
ins, 8 home, and take leave of your Wife and Children; 
an Hour hence exactly is yuur time. 
ee Smith. A tall flender Gentleman, you fay, with a 
lets? Cane! Pray, what ſort of a Head has the Cane? 
Kite. An Amber Head with a black Ribband. 
navel Smith. And pray of what Employment is the Gen- 
Mo- deman? | | 
| Kite. Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the 
Exciſe, or a Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grana- 
vou deer I can't tell exactiy which but he'll call 
you honeſt your Name i 
Smit h. Thomas. 
0 v0 Kite, He'll call you honeſt Tom. 
Smith, But how the Devil ſhou'd he know my 
Name? 
Kite. O there are ſeveral ſorts of Toms——T:1 of 
Uncoln, Tom-tit, Tom Tell Troth, Tom a Bedlam, and 
; i} Tows 
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Tom Fool be gone An Hour hence pre- 
eifely. [ Knocking at the Door, 
Smith, You ſay, he'll aſk me what's a Clock? 
Kite Moſt certuny And you'll anſwer you 
don't know And be ſure you look at St. Mary's 
Dial; for the Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, you 
won't be able to tell the Figures. 


Smith, I will, 1 will. [ Exit, 
Plume, Well done, Conjurer, go on and proſper. 
[ Behind, 


Enter a Butcher. 

What, my old Friend Pluck the Butcher! of- 
fer'd the ſurly Bull dog five Guineas this Morning, 
and he refus'd it. [ Aſide, 

But. So, Mr. Copjurer, here's Half a Crown — 
Ard now you mult underitand 

Kite Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs before- 
hand os , 

But. You're deviliſh cunning then, for I don't well 
know it my ſelf. 

Kite. | know more than you, Friend You 
have a Fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more 
than the Man in the Moon: I tell you, the Man in 
the Moon knows more than all the Men under the 
San: Don't the Moon ſee all the Wor d ? 

Bur, All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confels. 

Kite. Then ſhe muſt fee all the World, that's cer- 
tain Give me your Hand — You're by Trade, 
Either a Bacher Or a Surgeon. 

Bat. True, | am a Butcher, 

kite And a Surgeon you will be, the Employments 
differ only in the Name He that can cut up an 
Ox, my diſfect a Man; and the fame Dexterity that 
C: 1cks a Marrowbone, will cut off a Leg or an Arm. 

But Whit d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye mean? 

Kite Paticnce, Patience, Mr. Surzecn General; the 
St ors are great Bud es, and move (lowly. 

But. Bui what d'ye mean by Surgeon-General, Do- 
Q..? 


K1te. 
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Kite. Nay, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Pati- 
ence, I muſt beg the Favour of your Worſhip's Ab- 
ſence. 

But. My Worſhip! my Worſhip! but why my 
Worſhip ? 

Kite. Nay then, I have done. 

But. Pray, Doctor — — 

Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir! | Riſes in a Paſſion.) Do 
you think the Stars will be hu ry'd? Do the Stars 


pe you any Money, Sir, that you dare to dun their 
# 


ordſhips at this Rate? — Sir, I'm Porter to the 


' Stars, and I am order'd to let no Dun come near 


their Doors. | 

But, Dear Doctor, I never had any dealing with 
the Stars, they don't owe me a Penny——But fince 
you are their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Half- 
Crown to drink their Healths, and don't be angry. 

Kite, Let me ſee your Hand then once more —— 
Here has been Gold Five Guineas, my Friend, 
in this very Hand this Morning. 

But, Nay, then he is the Devil Pray, Doctor, 
were you born of a Woman? or, did you come into 
the World of your own Head ? 

Kite. That's a Secret This Gold was offer'd 
ou by a proper handſome Man, call'd Hawk, or 

22ard, Or 

But, Kite you mean. 

Kite. Ay, ay, Kite. 

But. As arrant a Rogue as ever carry'd a Heber. 
The impudent Raſcal would have decoy d me tur a 
Soldier. | 

Kite. A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance far a 
Soldier! Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard 
Money, lying at this Minute in the Hands ol a Mer- 
cer, nor forty Yards from this Place. 

— Oons! and ſo ſhe has, but very few know ſo 
much. 

Kite. I know it, and that Rogue, what's his Name, 
Lite, knew it, and offer'd you five Guiueas to liſt, be- 

B cauſe 
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cauſe he knew your poor Mother wou'd give the 
Hundred for your Diſcharge: 

But. There's a Dog now 'sfleſh, Doctor, I' 
give you t'other Halt. Crown, and tell me that this 
fame Kite will be hang'd. 

Kite. He's in as much Danger as any Man in the 
County of Salop. 

But. There's your Fee but you have forgot 
the Surgeon-General all this while. | 

Kite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion. ¶ Looks on his 
Books.] But now they are pacify'd agen —— Let me 
ſee, did you never cut off a Man's Leg? 

But. No. 

Kite. Recollect, pray. 

But. I ſay, no. 

Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange; but no- 
thing is ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have 
ſeen— The Second, or Third, ay, the Third 
Campaign that you make in Flanders, the Leg of a 
great Officer will be ſhatter'd by a great Shot, you 
will be there accidentally, and with your Cleaver chop 
off the Limb at a Blow ! In ſhort, the Operation 
will be perform'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with 
general Applauſe you will be made Surgeon- General 
ot tne whoie Army, 

But. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb, 
I'll do't, III do't with any Surgeon in Europe, but J 
have no Thoughts of making a Campaign. 

Kite. You have no Thoughts! what's matter for 
you Thoughts, the Stars have decreed it, and you 
mu!t go. 

But. The Stars decree it! Oons, Sir, the Juſtices 
cant preſs me. | 

Kite. Nay, Friend, 'tis none of my Buſineſs, | 
have done; only mind this, you'll know more an 
Hour and half hence, that's all, farewel. 

But. Hold, hold, Doctor, Surgeon-General! What 
is the Place worth, pray? 

Kite. Five hundred Pounds a Year, beſides Guineas 
for Claps. 
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But. Five hundred Pounds a Year - An hour and 
a half hence, you ſay. 

Kite. Prithee, Friend, be quiet, don't be trouble- 
ſome, here's ſuch a work to make a Booby Butcher 
accept of Five hundred Pound a Year—But if you 
muſt hear it l tell you in ſhort, you'll be ſtand- 
ing in your Stall an Hour and a half hence, and a 
Gentleman will come by with a Snuff-box in his 
Hand, and the tip of his Handkerchief hanging out 
of his right Pocket; he'll aſk you the Price ot a Loin 
of Veal, and at the ſame time ſtroak your great Dog 
upon the Head, and cail him Chopper. 

But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 

Kite. Look'e there — What I ſay is true 
things that are to come, muſt come to paſt——Ger 
you home, ſell off your Stock, don't mind the whin- 
ing and the ſnivelling of your Mother and your Si- 
fter—_—_—Women always hinder Preferment-—make 
what Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, 
his Name begins with a P,—mind that There 
will be the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis'd 
Marriage to———ſhe will be pulling and halling you 
to pieces. 

But. What! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and 
he needs muſt go that the Devil drives. [Goizg.] The 
tip of his Handkerchief out of his left Pocket. 

Kite. No, no, his right Pocket; it it be the left, 
tis none of the Man. 

Bat. Well, well, I'll mind him. [ Exit, 

Plume. The Right Pocket, you fay. 

[Behind with his Pocket G. 

Kite. | hear the ruſling of Silks. | Xaocking.! ty, 
Sir, tis Madam Melinda. 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 
Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 
R Mel. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſha'n't ſtay, Do- 
or. 
Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than 
you 1magine, 
Y 4 Ms, 


4. = 


62 The Recruiting Officer. 

Mel. For what? 

Kite. For a Huſband-—— For your part, Madam, 
you won't ſtay for a Huſbind. [ To Lucy, 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the 
Stars, or the Devil? 

Kite. With both; when I have the Deſtinies of 
Men in ſearch, I conſult the Stars; when the Affairs 
of Women come under my Hands, 1 adviſe with my 
t'other Friend. 

Mel And have your rais'd the Devil upon my ac- 
count ? 

Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Tab'e. 

Luc, Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's 
be gone. 

Kite. [f you be afraid of him, why do you come 
to conſult him? 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that 
becauſe lam a Woman, I'm to be fooi'd out of my 
Reaſon, or frighted out of my Senſes? Come, ſhew 
me this Devil. 

Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent ; but when be has 
done, he ſhall wait on you. | 

A'el What is he doing? 

Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you 
or he to do with my Name? | 

Kite, Look'e, fair Lady the Devil is a very 
modett Perſon, he ſeeks no body, unleſs they ſeek 
him firſt; he's chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and cant 
thr, unleſs he be let looſe You come to me to 
have your Fortune told Do you think, Madam, 
that | can anſwer you of my own Head? No, Ma- 
dam, the Affairs of Women are ſo irregular, that no- 
thing leſs than the Devil can give any account of 'em. 
Now to convince you of your Incredulity, I'll ſhew 
you a Trial of my Skill—Here, you Cacademo del Plu- 
mo——exert your Power, draw me this Lady's Name, 
the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and Characters 
of her own Hand-writing Jo it at three. Mottons 
two three ——"tis done — No, 

: Madam, 
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Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch 
it? 


Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 

Mel. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that 
wou'd be convincing indeed. 

Kite. Seeing's believing. | Goes to the Table, liſts up 
the Carpet.] Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirr There's your Name upon that ſquare 
piece of Paper, behold 

Mel. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a tittle. 
Lac. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 
your Hand neither, and now I look nearer, tis nut 
like your Hand at all. 

_ Here's a Chamber-maid now will out-lie the 
Devil ! 

Luc, Look'e, Madam, they ſha'n't impofe upon 
us; Peojle can't remember their Hands, no more 
than they can their Faces Come, Madam, ler us 
be certain, write your Name upon this Paper, then 
we'll compare the two Names. 

« [Takes out a Paper, and folds ir. 

Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, Madam—— 
here's Pen and Ink. 

[ Melinda writes, Lucy holds the Pater. 

Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam, tis the fame——tihe 
very ſame.— But I'll fecure one Copy for my own 
Affairs. Ade. 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. 

kite. Tis fo, Madam — The Word Demonſtra- 
tion comes from Demon the Father of Lies. | 

Mel, Well, Doctor, I am convinc'd; and now, 
pay, what Account can you give of my future For- 
tune: 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe round 
this earthly Globe, your Foitune will be fix d tos 
Happine's or Miſery. 

Mel. What! So near the Criſis of my Fate! 

Kite, Let me ſee About the Hour-of ten to 


Morrow Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, 


uho will come to take his Leave of you, being de- 
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ſign d for Travel; his Intention of going abroad 
is ſudden, and the Occafion a Woman. Your For- 
tune and his are like the Bullet and the Barrel, one 
runs plump into the other.— In ſhort, if the Gen- 
tleman travels, he will die abroad; and if he does, 
you will die before he come home. 

Mel, What fort of Man is he? 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lo- 
ver; that is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very 
great Fool. 

Mel. How is that poſſible, DoRor ? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam ———becauſe it is ſo = 
— omen? Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a 

ool. | 

Mel. Ten a Clock, you fay ? 

Kite, Ten about the Hour of Tea-drinking 
throughout the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here, Doctor. | Gives Money.] Lucy, have 
you any Queſtions to aſk? 

Luc. Oh, Madam! a thouſand. 

Rite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time; 
for I expet more Company this Minute; befides, I 
muſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 

Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt! 

Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 

¶Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 


Enter Worthy and Plume. 

Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to with me 
Joy to Day, I hope to be able to return the Comple- 
ment to Morrow. 

Wor. I'll make the beſt Complement to you that 
ever I made in my Lite, if you do; but I mult bez 
Traveller, you ſay? 

Kite. No faither than the Chops of the Chanel, | 
preſume, Sir. 

Plume. That we have concerted already. [ Knork- 
ing hard.) Hey day! You don't profels Midwiiry, 
Doctor ? | 
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Rite. Away to your Ambuſcade. 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. 
Enter Brazen. 
Braz. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear. 
. Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already. 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? 

Kite, Yes, my Dear; but mine is a peaceable Spi- 
.rit, and hates Gunpowder, Thus I fortifie my ſelf; 
[Draws a Circle round him.] and now, Captain, have 
a care how you force my Lines. 

Brax. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a fiſhing- Rod there, indeed; but I 
come to be acquainted with you, Man, What's 
your Name, my Dear ? 

Kite. Conundrum, 

Brax. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous Do- 
Ror in London of your Name—— Where were yo 
born? 

Kite. I was born in Algebra. 

Brax. Algebra! Tis no Country in Chriflendom;. 
I'm ſure, unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands: 
in Scotland, 

Kite. Righr——1 told you I was bewitch'd. 

Brax. So am I, my Dear; I am going to he 
marry'd [ have had two Letters from a Lady 

I'M of Fortune that loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Colick , 
Spleen, and Vapours ſhall I marry her in four 
and twenty Hours, ay, or no? 
Kite. I muſt have the Year and Day of the Month 
when theſe Letters were dated. 
hat Braz. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 
Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the 
_— Do you think Billet-Deux are like Bank- 
ills ? Js 
I, 1 Kite. They are not ſo good but if they bear no- 
Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 


ifry Brax. Contents That you ſhall, old Boy, here 
wey be both. 
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Kite, Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe, 
[Takes the Lerter.] Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me 
conſult my 80000 for a minute, I'll ſend this Letter 
inclos'd to you with the Determination of the Stars 
upon it to your Lodgings. 

Braz. With all my Heart muſt give him 
Ten his Hands in his Pockets.) Algebra! | fanſy, 

oor, tis hard to calculate the Place of your Nati- 
Vity—— Here ;— Gives him Money.) And if I ſuc- 
ceed, ['ll build a Watch-Tower on the top of the 


higheſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aſtrology, 
and the Benefit of Conundrums. , [ Exit, 


Enter Plume aud Worthy; 

Wor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, 
let me ſee it, and now | have it, I'm afraid to open 
it, 

Plume. Pho! let 1 me ſee it? [Opening the Letter. 
If ſhe be a Jilt, Damn her, ſhe is one — There's 
her Name at the bottom on't. 

Wor. How! Then I'll travel in good Earneſt —— 
By all my Hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucy's! 

Wor, Certainly tis no more like Melinda's 
Character than black is to white. 

Plume. Then 'tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to 
draw in Brazen for a Huſband But you are ſure 
'tis not Melinda's Hand? 

Wor. You ſhall ſee; where's the bit of Paper | gave 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon. 

Kite. Here, Sir. 

Plume. 'Fis plain they're not the ſame; and is this 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 
which made Mr. Balance ſend his Daughter into the 
Country ? 

Wor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhew'd 
you juſt now. 

Plame. But twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long, 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the Merle 

ere ſie 
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Hereſie of believing that Angelick Creature cou'd 
change : Poor Sylvia. 

Wor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, 
ha, ha, ha, Come, come, Friend, Melinda 
is true, and (hall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and 
may be yours. 

Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes = But 
for her ſake Ill recant my Opinion of her Sex. 


Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as yours and mine, 
Sallies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine. 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 0 
Others the Juſtice of the Sex condemn, 0 


And wanting Merit to create Eſte 

Wou d hide their own Deſetts by cens ring them. 

But they ſecure in their all conq ring Charms, 

Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms; 

He magnifies their Conqueſis who complains, 

For none wou d ſtruggle were they not in Chains. 
[Excunt, 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


A AEM BE AED DEE 


A2 V: 
SCENE, Juſtice Ballance's Houſe. 


Enter Ballance ad Scale. 


Scale. J Say, tis not to be born, Mr. Ballance. 


Bai, Look'e, Mr,Scale, for my own part 
| ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of 
the Army; they expoſe their Lives to ſo many Dan- 
gers for us abroad, that we may give them ſome 
Grains of Allowance at home, 

ET Scale. 
1 
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” Scale. Allowance ! This poor Girl's Father is my 
Tenant; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt a 
Child for you—— Shall they debauch our Daugh- 
ters to our Faces? 

Ball. Confider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for 
the Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French 
Dragoons among us, that wou'd leave us neither Li- 
berty, Property, Wives nor Daughters Come, 
Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are vigorous and warm, 
and may they continue ſo; the ſame Heat that ſtirs 
them up to Love, ſpurs them on to Battel: You ne- 
ver knew a great General in your Life, that did not 
love a Whore. This I only ſpeak in OY to 
Captain Plungg—— for the other Spar now 
nothing of. 

Scale. Nor can I hear of any body that does 

Oh, here they come. 


Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners; Conſtable 
and Mob, 

Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them 
in the very- Ac, re infecta, Sir — The Gentleman, 
indeed, behav'd himlelf like a Gentleman; for he 
drew his Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it 
down and ſaid nothing. 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his Sword again <-— 
Wait you without [Exit Conflable and Watch.) bm 
ſorry, Sir, | To Sylvia.] to know a Gentleman upon 
ſuch Terms, that the Occaſion of our meeting ſhould 
prevent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Syl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 
rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour 
My Innocence is upon an equal Foot with your Au- 
thority. | 

Scale, Innocence! Have not you ſeduc'd that 
young Maid ? 

Syl. No, Mr. Gooſcap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 

Bull. So the did, I'll ſwear for ſhe propos'd 
Marriage firſt, I 
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Ball, What, then you are marry'd, Child? 
[ To Roſe. 


Roſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 

Ball, Who was Witneſs ? 

Bull, That was I I danc'd, threw the Stock- 
ing, and ſpoke Jokes by their Bed-fide, I'm ſure. 

Ball. Who was the Minifter ? 

Dull. Miniſter! We are Soldiers, and want no Mi- 

— were marry'd by the Articles of 
ar. 

Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool —— Your Appear- 

ance, Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding; pray what 

does this Fellow mean ? . 

Syl. He means Marriage, I think — but that you 
know is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People 
under the Sun agree in the Ceremony ; ſome make 
it a Sacrament, others a Convenience, and others 
make it a Jeſt; but among Soldiers tis molt ſacred 
Our-Sword, you know, is our Honour, that we lay 
down—The Hero jumps over, it firſt, and the Ama- 
zon after Leap Rogue, follow Whore 
The Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to Bed; that's all, 
the Ceremony is conciſe. 

Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo ful! of Pa- 
ſtime and Prodigality 

Ball. What! Are you a Soldier ? 

Bull. Ay, that I am —Will your Worſhip lend me 
your Cane, and I'll ſhew vou how I can exerciſe. 

Ball. Take it, | Strikes him over the Head. Pray, 
Sir, what Commiſſion may you bear? [Te Sylvia. 

Syl. I'm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee-men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom-porters in London; for 
I] wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien trouſſee, a 
Martial Twiſt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot in my 
Perriwig, a Cane upon my Button, Piquet in my 
Head, and Dice in my Pocket. 

Scale. Your Name, pray Sir? 

Syl. Captain Pinch: I cock my Hat with a Pinch; 
I take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores ne 

| inch ; 
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Pinch; in ſhort, I can do any thing at a Pinch, but 
fight and fill my Belly, 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shrop- 
ſhire ? | 

Syl. A Pinch, Sir: I knew you Countrey Gentle- 
men want Wit, and you know that we Town Gen- 
tlemen want Money, and ſo 

Ball. I underftand you, Sir——Here, Conſtable 


Enter Conſtable. 
* this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther Or- 
ers. 

Roſe. Pray your Worſhip don't be uncivil fo him, 
for he did me no hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs Man 
in the World, for all he talks ſo, 

Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take Care of yeu, 

Syl. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom, 
and my Wife at once! Tis the fuſt time they ever 
went tozether. 

Ball. Heark'e, Conſtable. [Whiſpers him, 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir——Come along; Sir. 

Exeunt Conflable, Bullock and Sylva. 

Ball, Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spatk 

preſently. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Mclinda's Apartment. 


Enter Melinda and Worthy. 

Mel. So far the Prediction is right, tis ten exactly. 
[ Aſede.] and pray, Sir, how long have you been in 
this travelling Humour ? 

Wor. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what 
diſturbs our Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more 
natural, may be the occaſion of it. 
Mor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms 
OL elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond 
Ot u. 

Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not ſo fond 


of Variety as to travel for't, nor do I think it Pru- 
OR cence 
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dence in you to run your ſelf into a certain Expence 
and Danger, in hopes of precarious Pleaſure, which 
at beſt never aniweis Expectation; as tis evident from 
the Example of moſt Travellers, that long more to 
return to their own Cuuntry, than they did to go a- 
broad. 

Wor. What Pleaſures | may receive abroad are in- 
deed uncertain z but this lam ſure of, I ſhall mect 
with leſs Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Na- 
tions, than | hive found at home. 

Mel. Come, Sir, you and | have been jangling 2 
great while; | fanſy if we made up our Accounts, we 
thou'd the ſooner come to an Agreement. 

Wor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being 
in my Debt———My Fears, Sighs, Vaws, Promiſes, 
Aſſiduities, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a 
whole Year without any Payment. 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy / What you owe to 
me is not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude: 
How did you uſe me the Year betore ? When taking 
the Advantage of my Innocence and Neceſlity, you 
wou'd have made me your Miſtreſs, that is, you 
Slave———Remember the wicked Infinuations, artful 
Baits, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences ; then 
your impudent Behaviour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar 
_ rude Viſits; remember thole, thoſe, Mr. Kor- 
thy. | 

Wor. I do remember, and am ſorry I made no bet- 
ter uſe of em. Aſide.] But you may remember, Ma- 
dam, that 

Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing—"Tis your In- 
tereſt that I ſhould forget: You have been barbarous 
tome, I have been cruel to you ; put that and that 
together, and let one balance the other Now if 
you will begin upon a new Score, lay aſide your ad- 
venturing Airs, and behave your ſelf handſomly till 
Lent be over; here's my Hand, [ll uſe you as a Gen- 
teman ſhou'd be. 
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Wor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman 
ſhou'd be, may this be my Poiſon. | King her Hand, 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the Coach 1s at the Door. 

Mel. I am going to Mr. Ballance's Country-Houſe 
to ſee my Coulin Sylvia; I have done her an Injury, 
and can't be ealy till I have aſk'd her Pardon. 

Wor. I dare not hope for the Honour of waiting 
on you, 

Mel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſo gal. 
lant as to mount your own Horſes and follow us, 
we ſhall be glad to be overtaken; and if you bring 
Captain Plume with you, we ſha'n't have the worſe 


Reception. 
Wor, Il endeavour it. [Exit leading Melinda, 


S C E NE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 

Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and à Butcher 
l believe the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had 
not more Trades in their Company than 1 have in 
mine. 

Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full; 
for we have two Sheep-ftealers among us—l hear 
of a Fellow too committed juſt now for ſtealing of 
Horſes, 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons 
— Have we never a Poulterer among us ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipfies is a very 
good one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a 
Turkey —— Here's Captain Brazen, Sir, I muſt go 
look after the Men. (Exit, 


Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. 
Brax. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour—Um, 
— very well . — My dear Plume ! Give me 4 
uſs. 


Plume. 
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Plume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dear: What 
haſt got in thy Hand, Child ? 

Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a thouſand 
Pound. 

Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how 
to get it in? 

Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want 
twenty thouſand Pound; | have ſpent twenty times 
as much in the Service Now, my Dear, pray ad- 
viſe me, my Head runs much upon Architecture, 
ſhall I build a Privateer or a Play-houſe ? 

Plume. An odd Queſtion —a Privateer or a Play- 
houſe ! Twill require ſome Conſideration— Faith, 
I'm for a Privateer. 

Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear——for 
in the firſt place a Privateer may be ill built, 

Plume. And fo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But a'Privateer may be ill mann'd. 

Plame. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

Brax. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows: 

Plume. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. 

9. 0g But you know a Privateer may ſpring a 
eak. 

Plume. And I know a Play-houſe may ſpring a 
great many. 

Braz. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come home with 
arich Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares. 

Plume. Tis juſt ſo in a Play-houſe——So, by my 
Advice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer. 

Braz. Agreed But if this twenty thouſand 
Pound ſhould not be in Specie——— 

Plume. What twenty thouſand ? 

Brax. Heark'e [ Whiſpers, 

Plume. Marry d! | 

Braz. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile 
out of Town at the Water-fide and ſo forth 
Reads] For fear 1 ſhould be known by any of Wor- 
thy's Friends, you muſt give me leave to wear my Maſk 
tal after the Ceremony, which will make me for ever 

Yours 


* 
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yours———[ook'et there, my dear Dog. 
[ Shews the bottom of the Letter to Plume. 
plume. Melinda! And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear —— Her Hand 
exactly !——Juſt now, you ſay ? 

Braz. This Minute I muſt he gone. 

Plume. Have a little Patience, and I'll go with 
you. 

Braz. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this 
way, that may be inquiſitive ; tis Worthy, do you 
know him? 

Plume By ſight only. 

Braz. Have a care, the very Eyes diſcover Se- 
crets. [ Exit, 


Enter Worthy. 

Wor. To Boot and Saddle, Captain, you muſt 
mount. 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't 
mount. | 

Wor. But I ſhall: Melinda and I are agreed, ſhe's 
gone to viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and follow; 
and cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows 
what might be done for us both ? 

Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſe- 
cur'd a Parſon already. | 

Wor. Already ! Do you know more than [? 

Plume. Yes, | ſaw it under her Hand——Brazen 
and the are to meet half a Mile hence at the Water- 
fide, there to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry'd over 
to the Elyſran Fields, if there be any ſuch thing in 
Matrimony. | 

or. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſur d 
me ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diicard 
Lucy for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 

Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in this 
I tell ye, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as ſure!y as 
this is mine, 

Wor. But I te!l you ſhe's gone this Minute to Ju- 
ſtice Balances Country-houſe, 


Plume. 


Con ſi 
tbe rig] 
Sruple 
Centlet 

Kite. 
ant: 
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Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to 
the Water- fide. 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need 
not trouble your ſelf to follow her, becauſe her Jour- 
ney to Juſtice Ballance's is put off, and ſhe's gone to 
take the Air another way. [To Worthy, 

Wor. How! her Journey put off! 

Plume. That is, her Journey was a put-off to you. 

Wor, Tis plain, plain—— But how, where, when 
is ſhe to meet Brazen ? 

Plume. Juſt now, | tell you, half a Mile hence at 
the Water ſide, 

Wer. Up or down the Water ? 


; Plame. That I don't know. 
Wor, I'm glad my Horles are ready — Jack, get 
© WF em out. 
Plume. Shall I go with you ? 
: Wor. Not an Inch! hall return preſently. 
; Exit. 
$ Plume. You'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
ſiting by this time, and I muſtrattend them. 
| SCENE, A Court of Juſtice: Ballance, Scale, and 
Scruple upon the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 
n 
* Kite and Conftable advance forward. 
A Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gene nen 


n won the Bench? 
Conſt. He in the middle is Juſtice Balance, he on 
'd White right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice 
Sruple, and I am Mr. Conflable, four very honeſt 
bentlemen. | 

Kite. O dear Sir! I am your moſt obedient Ser- 
fant: [Saluting the Conſtable.) I fanſy, Sir, that 
Jour Employment and mine are much the fame; for 
ly Buſineſs is to keep People in order, and if they 
Wobey, to knock em down; and then we are both 
aft-Officers, 

Donſt. 


. * 
- 
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Conſt. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my ſelf——of the Mi. 
litia——Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe : 
Suppoſe this a Muſket : Now I am ſhoulder'd. 
[ Puts his Staff on's right Shoulder. 
Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a 
Conſtable's Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it 
on the other Shoulder, my Dear. 
Conſt, Adſo ! that's true——Come, now give the 
Word of Command. 
Kite. Silence. 
Conſt. Ay, ay, ſo we will — We will be ſilent. 
Kite. Silence, you Dog, Silence! 
Strikes him over his Head with his Halberd, 
Conſt. That's the way to filence a Man with a wit- 
neſs—— What d'ye mean, Friend? 
Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 
Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that we 
ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captain had 
given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him, 


Enter Plume. 

Ball. Captain, you're welcome. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru, Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume 
aſcends, and ſits upon the Bench.) Now produce your 
Priſoners Here, that Fellow there ſet him up 
Xr. Conſtable, what have you to ſay againſt this 
Man? | 

Conſt. J have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pleaſe 

ou. | 
r Ball. No! what made you bring him hither? 

Conſt. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Scale, Did not the Contents of your Warrant di- 
re& you what ſort of Men to take up ? | 

Conſt. I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 

Scru. A very pretty Conſtable truly=—— | find we 
have no Buſineſs here. | 

Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I deſire 
to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the 
Queen, e | pal 


nis 


aſe 
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Ball. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince no 
Body elſe will ſpeak ; we won't come here for no- 
thing. 

Kite, This Man is but one Man, the Countrey 
may ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, 
he's cut out by Nature for a Grenadeer ; he's five 
Foot ten Inches high; he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance 
the Cheſhire Round with any Man in the Countrey ; 
he gets drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his 
Wife. 

Wife. You lie, Sirrah, you lie, an pleaſe your 
Worſhip, he's the beſt narur'd, Pains- taking'ſt Man 
in the Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Children. 

Scru. A Wife! and five Children! You Conſtable, 
you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wife and five Children ? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen——Heark'e, Friend, how 
do you maintain your Wife and five Children ? 

Plam. They live upon Wild- Fowl and Veniſon, 
Sir; the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares 
and Partridge within five Mile round. 

Bail. A Gun! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, 
he ſhall have enough on't-—He may be of uſe againſt 
the French, for he ſhoots flying to be ſure. 

Scru. But his Wife and Children, Mr. Ballance / 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend 
him away, you know [ have a Child every Year, and 
»y are afraid they ſhou'd come upon the Pariſh at 

Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Wo- 
man has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better main- 
tain five Children this Year, than fix or ſeven the 
next : That Fellow, upon his high Feeding, may get 
you two or three Beggars at a Birth. 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my 
Teeming-time, if there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Ball. Send that Woman to the Houle of Correcti- 
on — and the Man | | 
Kite. 


ire. I' take care o him, if you pleaſe. / 

[ Takes him dowy, 
Scale. Here, you Conſtable, the nextt——Set up 
that black- fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun- powder Look; 
what can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? 

Conſt. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man, 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt 
Man in my Company, for the Novelty's ſake. 

Ball. What are you, Friend? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole-pits. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
and the AR of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are 
to impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a 
Livelhood. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has 
no viſible Means of a Livehhood, for he works under 


Ground. 
Plume. Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wants 


Miners. 

Ball Right, and had we an Order of Government 
for't, we cou'd raiſe you in this and the Neighbour- 
ing County of Srafford, five hundred Colliers that 
wou'd run you under-ground like Moles, and do 
more Service in a Siege than all the Miners in the 
Army. 

, ow Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for your 
elf? 

Mob, I'm marry'd. 

Kite. Lack-a-day, ſo am I. 

Mob, Here's my Wife, poor Woman. 

Ball. Are you marry'd 2 good Woman. 

Wem. I'm marry'd in Conſcience. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child 
in Conſcience. 

Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs ? 

* My Huſband——we agreed that I ſhou'd 
call him Huſband, to avoid paſſing for a Whore; and 
that he ſhould call me Wite, to ſhun going for a Sol- 


dier. 


Sera. A very. pretty Couple! pray, Captain, will 
you take 'em 1 ; 

Plume. What fay you, Mr. Kiss, will you takt 
care. of the Woman? | | 

Xice. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-fide, 
and there, if he has a mind to drqyn her ſelf, we n 
take care that no body ſhall kinder her. 


Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [ZExir. 


onſtable.] Now Captain, I'll fit you with a Man, 
ich as you ne'er lifted in your Life. [Enter Con- 
able and Sylvia.] Oh! my Friend Pinch, I'm very 
lad to fee you. 

Syl. Well, Sir, and what then? 

Scale. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the 
Bench ? : 

Syl. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor your 
Bench neither. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's 2 
yery impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. 

Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit for 
a Soldier. | 

Confl, A Whore-maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to 


7 What think you, Captain? 
Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, and 
therefore fit to ſerve. a 
Syl. Me for a Soldier! fend your own lazy, lub- 
berly Sons at home; Fellows that hazard their Necks 
every Day in the purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep 
abroad to look an Enemy in the Face. 
Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Wo- 
man at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 
$yl. Is it your Wife, or Daughter, Booby? I ra- 
un d em both yeſterday. ' 
Ball, Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, 
weill ſee him liſted immediately. 
[Plume reads Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 
Deſertion. | 
Syl. Hold, Sir, — Once more, Gentlemen, have 
i Care what you do, for = ſhall ſeyerely ſmart for 
any 
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any Violence you offer to me; and you, Mr. Bal- 
Lance, I ſpeak to you particularly, you ſhall heartily 
repent it. 

Plume. Look'e, young Spark, fay but one Word 
more, and II build a Horſe for you as high as the 
Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tireſome Jour- 
ney that ever you made in your Life. 

Syl. You have made a fine Speech, good Captair 
Huffcap, but you had better be quiet, I ſhall find 3 
way to cool your Courage. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's 
diſtracted. 

Syl. Tis falfe I am deſcended of as good a 
Family as any in your County ; my Father is as good 
a Man as any upon Your Bench, and I am Heir to 
Twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Ball. He's certainly mad —— Pray, Captain, read 
the Articles of War. 

Syl. Hold once more — Pray, Mr. Ballance, to you 
I ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you uſe 
me at this rate ? 

Ball. No, faith, were you mine, I wou'd ſend 
you to Bedlam fiiſt, and into the Army afterwarcs. 

Syl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, as 
generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ferv'd his 
Countrey ; I'm his only Child, perhaps the Los of 
me may break his Heart. 

Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does; Captain, 
if you don't lift him this Minute, I'll leave the Court. 

Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy-Money 
to the Men while | read. 

Kite. Ay, Sir——Silence, Gentlemen. 

[Plume reads the Articles of War. 

BA, Very well; now, Captain, et me beg the 
Favour of you, not to diſcbarge this Fellow upon 
any account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt. ; 

Con There ate no more an't pleaſe your Wor- 
thip. 
| bait Jo "more! there were five [wa Hours ago. 


Syl, 
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Sy. 'Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conflahle 
let the reſt eſcape for a Biibe. of eleven Shilling a 
Man, becauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, 
| ſo the odd Shilling was clear Gains. 
All Juſt. How ! bg... | i 
# Syl, Gentlemen, he offci'd to let me go away be 
two Guineas, but I had not ſo much about me; thi 
' is truth, and I'm ready to ſwear it. 8 
Kite, And I'll ſwear it; give me the Book, tis for 
the good of the Service. a 
; Mob, May it pleaſe your Worſhip, 1 
half a Crown to ſay that I was an honeſt 


ave him 
an; but 
2 now, fince that your Worlhips have made me a 
4 Rogue, I hope 1 ſhall have my Money again. | 
0 Ball. 'Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put 

into the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't 
4 bring four good Men for his Ranſom by to Morrow 


Night Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flan- 
Ju ders. g 
iſe Scale. Scrutle. Agreed, agreed! 


Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 
nd Kite. Ay, ay, Sir, [To the Conſtable.] will 
you pleaſe to have your Office taken from you? Or 
as will you handſomely lay down your Staff, as your 
his Betters have done before you? | Conftable drops his 
of Staff. | 

E. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Ce- 


in, remony in adjourning this Court Captain you 

art, W hall dine with me. 

ner Kite. Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence 
you now, I believe, without your taking the Law 
of me. [ Exeunt omnes. 

Var. 

the SCENE, The Fields. 

pon 


Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy ma/i'd. 
Vor- Brax. The Boat is juſt below here. 


0. Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm. 
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Mor. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 

Going between em, and offering them. 
Braz. What! Piſtols! are they charg'd my Dear? 

Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. 

Braz. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and ne- 
ver uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my way—-and l won't 
be put out of my Road to pleaſe any Man. 

Wor, Nor I neither; ſo have at you. 
| [ Cocks one Piſtol. 
Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols 
Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at 
ſharps; dam it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 

Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly full of theſe, the 
Swords ſhall come in for fecond Courſe. 

Brax. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have extern 
Smoak from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sr; don't 
think I fear Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee: 
[Takes one.] And now, Sir, how many Paces diftant 
ſhall we fire? . 

Wor. Fire you when you pleaſe, I'll reſerve my 

Shot till I am ſure of you. 
Bra. Come, where's your Cloak? 

Wor. Cloak ! what d'ye mean? 

Brax. To fight upon; I always fight upon a Cloak, 
*tis our way abroad. 


Luc. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Strife. 
| Unmaſts, 


Wor. Lucy! take her. 

Braz. The Devil take me if I do Huzza ! 
Fires his Piſtol.] D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy 
Harrydan, how theſe Bullets whiſtle ; ſuppoſe they 
had been lodg'd in my Gizard now ! 

Luc. Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Braz. I can't tell, Child, 'till I know whether my 
Money be ſafe. [Searching his Pockets.) Yes, yes, | 
do pardon you, but if | ha& you in the Roſe Tavern, 
Covent-Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, and 
three or four finart Napkins, I wou'd tell you ano- 


ther Story, my Dear. [ Exit. 
Wor. 
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Wor. And was Melinda privy to this? 

Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece 
of Paper at the Fortune-tellers laſt Night, which I 
put in my Pocket, and ſo writ above it to the Cap- 
tin. 

Wor. And how came Melinda's Journey put off? 

Luc. At the Town's end ſhe met Mr. Ballance s 
Steward, who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was gone 
from her Father's, and no body could tell whither. 

Wor. Sylvia gone from her Father's! This will be 
News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her. [Exeunt, 


Enter Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand, as riſen 

from Dinner, and Steward. 

Stew. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; 
— then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 

£ ung Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there ; 
— the Suit that your Son left in the Preſs, when he 
went to London, was gone. 

Ball. The white trim'd with Silver? 

Stew. The ſame. 

R Ball. You ha'n't told that Circumſtance to any 
ody. 

Stew, To none but your Worſhip. 

Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining» 
Room, and tell Captain Plume that 1 beg to ſpeak 
with him. 

Stew, I ſhall [ Exit. 

Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon ? I had her 
Promiſe indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of her 
ſelf without my Conſent. I have conſented with a 
Witneſs, given her away as my Act and Deed 
And this, I warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs; no, 
| ſhall never pardon him the Villany, firſt of robbing 
me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion 
he muſt have of me, to think that I cou'd be fo 
wretchedly impos'd upon ; her extravagant Paſſion 
might encourage her in the Attempt, but the Contri- 

Zz 3 Vance 
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range muſt be his TI know the Truth pre- 
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Enter Plume. 2 
Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 
Gentleman Soldier? 3 

Plame. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the 
reſt of my Men. - 

Ball. Does he keep Company with the common 
Soldiers ? 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. 

Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. 

Plume. No, 'faith, I offer'd him part of my Bed, 
——but the young Rogue fell in Love with Roſe, and 
has lain with her, I think, fince ſhe came to Town. 

Ball. So that between you both, Roſe has been 
finely manag'd. 

Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no harm 
from me. | 

Ball. All's ſafe, I find Now, Captain, you muſt 
know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court 
was well grounded; he ſaid I ſhou'd heartily repent 
luis being lifted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plyme. Ay! For what Reaſon ? 

Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he 
was, born of as good a Family as any in this Coun- 
ty, and he is Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Plume. I'm very glad to hear it For I wanted 
but a Man of that Quality to make my Company 
a perfect Repreſentative of the whole Commons of 
England. 

Ball. Won't you diſcharge him? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 

Ball. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my 1ntt- 
mate Friend. 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing, 

Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 

Plame. Not a Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation 
to you much above an hundred Pound. . 


** 
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Ball. Perhaps, Sir, you ſhi'n't repent your K 
rofity—— Will you pleaſe to write bis Diſc arge n my 
Pocket-Book ? [Gives his Book. ] In the mean time, 
we'il ſend for the Gentleman. - Who waits there? 


Enter Servant. 
Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. 
Wilful, tell him his Captain wants him here immedt- 
ately. ; 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, en- 
quiring for the Captain. 
Plume. Bid him come up—— Here's the Diſcharge, 


Sir, 
Ball. Sir, I thank you ————"Tis plain he had no 
hand in't. [ 4/ide. 


Enter Sylvia. 

Syl. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me 
better than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, 
drunken Crew; and you, Mr, Juſtice, might have 
been ſo civil as to have invited me to Dinner, for I 
have eaten with as good a Man as your Worſhip. 

Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect, 
upon our Ignorance of your Quality but now you 
are at Liberty have diſcharg'd you. 

Syl. Diſcharg'd me! 

Ball. Yes, Sir, and you muſt once more go home 
to your Father, 

Syl. My Father! Then I am diſcover'd Oh, 
vir, | Kneeling.) | expe no pardon. 

Ball, Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime hall 
be your Puniſhment; here, Captain, I deliver her o- 
ver to the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement; 
fince ſhe will be a Wife, be you 2 Huſband, a very 
Huſband— when ſhe tel's you of her Love, upbraid 
her with her Folly; be madiſhly ungrateful, becauſe 
ſhe has been unfaſhionably kind, and uſe her worſe 
than you would any Body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe 


ter ſo well as ſhe deſerves. l 
7 4 lune: 
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Plume. And are you, Sylvia, in good earneſt ? 
p * Earneſt! I have gone tao far to make it jeſt, 
ir 
4-008 And do you give her to me in good ear- 
Reit: 
Syl. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 
Plume. Why then | have ſav'd my Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty; ſecure trom Wounds, | an pie- 
par'd for the Gout; farewelSubſiftence, and welcome 
axes——Sir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a Ge- 
netal, are much dearer to me than your twelve hun- 
dred Pound a Year But to your Love, Madam, 
I] refign my Freedom, and to your Beauty my Amhi- 
tior, greater in obeying at yout Feet, than com; 
manding at the Head of an Army. 


Enter Worthy. 
Wor, I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Balance, that yout 
Daughrer is loſt, 


Ball. So am not I, Sir, fince an honeſt Gentleman 
has found her, | 


Enter Melinda. 


Mel. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my 


Couſin Sylvia? 

Ball. Your Couſin Sylvia is talking yonder with 
your Coufin Plume. 

Mel. and Wor. How ! 

Syl. Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Wo- 
man ſhould change; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a 
Change that has proceeded from Conſtancy ; I alter'd 
my out-fide, becauſe I was the ſame within ; and 
only laid by the Woman to make ſure of my Man; 
that's my Hiſtory. 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantick, Couſin ; 
but ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you 
will have the World o' your fide, and [ ſhall be wil- 
ling to go with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an 


Injury I offer'd you in the Letter to your Father. 
; Plume. 


and the Reparation 1 expeR ſhall he made to my 
Friend; make Mr. Worth happy, and 1 ſhall be ſa- 


Plume, That Injury, Madam, was dene to me, 


_—— . 
Jet A good Example, Sir, will go a great way 
hen my Couſin is pleay'd to ſurrender, tis 
probable I ſha'n't hold out much longer. | 


| Enter Brazen. | 
Braz. Gentlemen, I am yours —— Madam, I am 
not yours. 
Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. 

Brax. So am I—— You have got a pretty Houſs 
here, Mr. Laconick. 

Ball. Tis time to right all Miſtakes My Name 
Sir, is Baliaxce. 

Brax. Ballance Sir, I am your moſt obedient—— 
| know your whole Generation——had not you an 
Uncle that was Governour of the Zeeward Iflands 
ſome Years ago? 

Ball. Did you know him? 

Brax. Intimately, Sir He play d at Billiards 
to a Miracle — You had a Brother too that was a 
Captain of a Fireſhip=—poor Dick — he had the 


-moſt engaging way with him——of making Punch— 


and then his Cabbin was ſo neat==—but his poor Boy 
Jack was the moſt comical Baftard=—— Ha, ha, ha, 
ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 

Plume. Well, Captain, are you fix d in your Pro- 
jet yet? Are you ſtill for the Privateer? 

Brax. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt 
now ; I had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer 
under falſe Colours, and a French Pickaroon for 
ought I know. | | 

Plume. But have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 

Braz. Not a Stick, my Dear. 

Plume. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 


2 3 
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o with us; but you — promiſe not to part 


"FE T 684, Mey. 3J6 fas dot been glexfd with her 


Bed 32 Bedfellow ! [ don't know whether I had a 
edf 


ellow or not. 

Syl. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as Ifttle 
Pleas'd with your Company, as you cou'd be with 
mine. 

Bull. Pray, Sir, dunna be offended at my Siſter, 
ſhe's ſomething under-bred, but if you pleaſe, I 
lie with you in her ſtead. 

Plume. I have promis d, Madam, to provide for 
this Girl; now will you be pleas d to let her wait 
upon you? or ſhall I take care of her? 

Syl. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it 
Buſineſs enough to take care of me. 

Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns! if e- 

yer you lift your Hand againſt me, III deſert. — 
.. Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o' that, my 
Dear: Inftead of the twenty thouſand Pound you 
talk ' d of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits 
"that I have rais'd at the rate they coſt me My 
Commiſſion | lay down, to be taken up by ſome 
braver Fellow, that has more Merit, and leis good 
Fortune —— whilſt | endeavour, by the Example. of 
this worthy Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen and 
Countrey at home. 


With ſome Regret I quit the active Field, 
Where Glory full Reward for Life does yield; 
Bur the Recruiting Trade, wich all its Train 
| Of endleſ; Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 

J. g/a4ly. quit, with my fair 5pouſe to Hay, 


= raiſe Recruits 10 Matrimonial way. [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 
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LL Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to 

ſee the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, 

ſet them repair to morrow Night, by fix a Clock, to 

the Sign of the Theatre-Royal in Drury- Lane, and 
they ſhall be kindly entertain d. 


We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
Whole Europe zow obeys the Call of Drum 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 
And beats wp for 4 Corps of Volunteers: 
He finds 2 Muſick chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore, chuſes Muſick to invite ye. 


Beat the Granadeer March Row, row, tow, 
Gentlemen, this piece of Muſick, call d, A» Ovsr- 
ture to 4 Bartel, was compos'd by a famous Italiam 
Maſter, and was perform d with wonderful Succeſs, 
at the great Opera's of Vigo, Schellenbergh- and Blas- 
beim; it came off with the Applauſe of all Europe, 
excepting France; the French found it à little too 
rough for their Delicateſſe. 


Some that have afted on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Muſick like the Granadeer's engages. 


Ladies, we muſt own, that this Mnſick of ottrs i» 
not altogether ſo ſoft as Bonancini s; yet we dare at- 
firm, that it has laid more People aſteep than all the 
Camillas in the World 74 youll condefcand to 


e. 


EPILOGUE. 


own, that it keeps one awake, better than my Ope- 
ra that ever was acted. 
to, be a6 


Age 22 ed ede of the Fak. 


no erty was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor rey 
ſo much Alacrity; and with all Deference to the pre- 
ſent Subſcription, We mult ſay, that the Granadeer 
March has been ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand 
Alliance: and we — to inform the Ladies, that 


it alwa 1 I] pes abr and is con- 
ftantly, a, be Get] hafidſomme Men in the 
whole Aru n ſhort, to gratify the preſent Taſte 


our Author is now adapting ſome Words to the Gra 
nadeer March, which he intends to have perform' 
to Morrow, if the Lady, who is to fing it, ſhould 
not happen to be ſick. 


To draw you hither ; for you'll all obey 


This he-concludes to be the ſureſt way 
Soft Mujick's Call, tho you ſhou'd damn this Play.) 


— 
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Advertiſement. 


HE Reader may find fome Faults 

in this PLAY, which my Illneſs 
prevented the amending of; but there 
is great Amends made in the Repreſen- 
tation, which cannot be match'd, no 
more than the friendly and indefatigable 
Care of Mr. Wills, to whom I chiefly 
owe the Succeſs of the Play. 
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PROLOG 
Spoken by Mr. WIL XS. 


WW FN Strife diflurbs, or Slath corrupts an Age; 
Keen Satyr is the Buſineſs of the Stage, 

When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſh'd thoſe Crimey, 

Which then infeſted moſt. the modiſh Times : 

But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fled. 

And all our Youth in attrve Fields are bred ; 

When thro GREAT BRITAIN's fair extenſive Round, 

The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION ſound ; 

When ANNA's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Precepts Force, 

There ſcarce is room for Satyr; all our Lays 

Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe : 

But as in Grounds beſt cultruated, Taresy 

And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 

Our Produtt ſo, fit for the Field or School, 

Muſt mix with Nature's Favourite Plant. Fool. 

A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 

Shoots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man. 

Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field; 

And trntts ſurb Faols as may Droerfpon yield ; 

And, thanks to Nature, there's no want of theſe, 

For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows, 

Follies #0 Night we het ne er Taſh'd before, 

Yet ſuch as Nature ſhews you ev'ry Hour; 

Nor can the Pictures give 4 juſs Offence, 

For Fools are made for Jeſfts to Men of Senſe, 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


One 


* 


, 
20 
Axther 


* 
* CF 25 
Sullen, 4* rl hea Jak Verbruggen. 


Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen. 


Foigard, * 2 . nay * — Mr. Bowen, 


Gib bet, A High-way Man. Mr. Cibber. 


— 4 8 Its Companions. 
ne Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock, 
Scrub, Servant to Mr, Sullen. Mr. Norris. 


WOMEN. 


An old, civil, Country 
Geatlewoman . that 
cures all her Neigh- 
bours of all Diſtem-P Nn. Powel. 


pers,and fooliſhly fond\ ' 
of her Son Sullen, 


Dorinda, Lady Bowntifu!'s Daughter. Mrs. Bradſhaw, 
Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Gipſey, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 


Cherry, J ThE i the n. J Mrs. na 


ter in the Inn. 


SCENE, LITCHFIELD, 


Lady 
Bowntiful, 


SCENE, An hn. 


Enter Boniface running. 


amberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter 
y Cherry; all aſleep? all dead? 


Enter Cherry running. 

Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye 
baul ſo, Father? D'ye think we 
: have no Ears ? 

Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx : 
The Company of the Warrington Coach has ſtood 
in the Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to 
their Chambers. 


Cher, 
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Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither 


Red-Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 
Box. But they threaten to go to another Inn to 


Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coachman 
ſhould overturn them to Morrow.——-Coming, com- 
ing: Here's the London Coach arriv'd. 


Enter ſeveral People with Trunks, Band-Boxes, and 
other Luggage, and croſs the Stage” 
Bon. Wecome, Ladies. 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen—— Chamber- 
lain, ſhew the Zyon and the Roſe. 
[Exit with the Company, 


Enter Aimwell in Riding Habit, Archer as Footman, 
carrying 4 Portmanteau. 

Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen, 

Aim, Set down the things; go to the Stable, and 
ſee my Horſes well rubb'd. 1 
Ach. I (all, Sir. DExrr. 

Aim. You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Wit. Bowniface, pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Aim, O | Mr. Bonniface, your Servant. 

Bon, O, Sir——what will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the Saying is? 

Aim. I have heard your Town of Litchfield much 
fam'd for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 

Bow. Sir, | have now in my Celler ten Tun of the 
beſt Ale in Staffordſhire; tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ftrong as Brandy ; and 
will be juſt fourteen Year old the fifth Day of next 
Merch, Old Style. 

PS ua You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 

e. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the Age of my 
Children: [I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale——Here, Tapſter, 
broach Number 1706, as the Saying is; — Sir, you 

ſbalt tate my Anno Damian -I have liv'd 2427 
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feld, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 
| believe, have not conſum d eight and fifty Ounces 
of Meat. = 4 

Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gue 
youf Senſe by your Bulk. 

Bon, Not in my Lite, Sir, I have fed purely upon 
Ale; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and 1 a 
ways ſleep upon Ale. | 


Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 

Now, Sir, you ſhall fee [ Filling it out.] your 
Worſhip's Health: Ha! delicious, delicious 
fanſy tt Burgandy, only fanſy it, and tis worth ten 
Shillings a Quart. 

Aim. [ Drinks.) 'Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Don. Strong ! It muſt be ſo, or how ſhould we be 
frong that drink it? 

Aim. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord ? 

Bom. Eight and fifty Years upon my Credit, Sir; 
but it kid my Wife, poor Woman, as the Say- 
ing is, 

Aim. How came that to paſs ? 

Bon. I don't know. how, Sir; ſhe would not let 
the Ale take its natural Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qua- 
lying it every now and then with a Dram, as the 
Kying is; and an honeſt Gentleman that came this 
way from Ireland, made her a Preſent of a dozen 
Bottles of Uſquebaugh——but the poor Woman was 
never well after: But, howe'er, I was oblig'd to the 
Gentleman, you know. | 

Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo— She, good La- 
dy, did what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three 
Tympanies, but the fourth carry'd her off; but ſhe's 
dappy, and I'm contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim, Who's that Lady Beuntiſul, you mention d? 

Bow,” Ods my Life, Sir, we'll driak her Health. 
[Drinks.} My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of 
Women: Her laſt Huſband, Sir Charles in 
nn | c 
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left her worth a thouſand Pound a Year; and, I be- 
lieve, ſhe lays out one half on't in charitable Uſes 
for the good of her Neighbours ;- ſhe cures Rheuma- 
tiſms, Ruptures, and-broken Shins in Men; Green- 
Sickneſs, Obſttuctions, and Fits of the Mother in 
Women ;— The King's Evil, Chin- Cough, and Chil. 
blains in Children: In ſhort, ſhe has cured more 
People in and about LZ:izchfield within ten Years, than 
a — have kill'd in twenty, and that's a bold 
ord. a - 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in 
her Generation? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, Che has a Daughter by Sir Charles, 
the fineſt Woman in all our Countrey, and the grea- 
teſt Fortune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, 
Squire Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London 
t'other Day ; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

Aim, What ſort of a Man is he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays lit- 
tle, thinks leſs, and does ——nothing at all, faith: 
But he's a Man of great Eſtate, and values no body, 

Aim, A Sporifiman, I ſuppoſe. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure; he plays at 
Whiſk and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours to- 
gether ſometimes. 

Aim. And marry'd, you ſay? 

Bon, Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir——But he's 
a—— He wants it; here, Sir. | 

[Pointing to his Forehead, 

Aim, He has it there, you mean. - 

Bon. That's none of my Buſineſs; he's my Land- 
lord, and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd not Gut 
I cod, he's no better than Sir, my humble Set- 
vice to you. [Drina] Tho' | value not a Farthing 
what he can do to me; I pay him his Rent at Quar- 
ter-day; I have a good Running- Trade: I have but 
one Daughter, and I can give her —— But no matter 
for that. . %”:\ 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Bonneface ; pray, 
what other Company have you in Town? * 


. 


Bon, 


Pardo 
Ain 
Arche 
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Don. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have 
the French Officers. 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of 
thoſe Gentiemem: Pray, how o you like their Com- 

ny? 

Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou'd wiſh 
we had as many more of em; they're full of Mo- 
ney, and pay double for every thing they have; they 
know, Sir, that we paid good round Taxes for the 
taking of em, and ſo they are willing to reimburſe 
us a I:ttle; one of em lodges in my Houſe. 


Enter Archer. 
Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that aſk for you. 
Ban. LIl wait on em Does your Maſter ſtay 
long in Town, as the Saying is? [To Archer, 
Arch. | can't tell, as the Saying 1s. 
Bon. Come from London? 


Arch. No. 

Bon. Going to London, may hap? 

Arch, No. 

Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. [ Exits 


Aim, The Coaſt's clear, | ſee, Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. | thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim, Iniquity! prithee, leave Canting ; you need 
tot change your Style with your Dreſs. . 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 

Aim. The World confeſſes it every Day in its 
Practice, tho' Men won't own it for their Opinion: 
Vao did that worthy Lord, my Brother, fingle out 
of the Side-box to ſup with him tother Night? 

Arch. Jack Handicraft, 2 handſome, well-dreſs'd, 
nanaeriy, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
pany in Town. . 


Aim, 
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Aim, Right; and, pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Manſlaieghter t'other Day, the great Fortune ? 

Arch. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeis'd Pick- 
pocket, and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
ſome Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
uſed to ride behind. | 

Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generous in 

the Park laſt Week? 
- Arch, Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading 
his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing 
but its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, 
and with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth; and tho 
the Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor 
Jack as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lyon in a Deſart. 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime upon 
Earth but the want of Money. 

Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide e- 
nough, let *em buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weak 
under her Protection, but Men ot Senſe are left to 
their Induſtry. | 

Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear now, 
that I am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, 
when if our intrinfick Value were known 

Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, 
whole Worth 1s independent of Accidents in Lite, ot 
Revolutions in Government; we have Heads to get 
Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are 2s 
willing Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but | can 
have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Ser- 
vice they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they 
brought us from London hither to Litchfield, made me 
a Lord, and you my Servant, | 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect already. 
But what Money have we left? 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. 


Arth, 
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Arch; And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, ec, why, 
we have very good Fortunes now for moderate Peo- 
ple; and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a 
better Eftate than the Ten we have ſpent Our 
Friends indeed began to ſuſpect that our Pockets were 
low, but we came off with flying Colours, ſhew'd no 
figns of Want either in Word or Deed, 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good 
pretence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, 
| warrant you, our Friends imagine, that we are gone 
a Volunteering. 

Arch. Why, faith, if this Proſpect fails, it muſt 
een come to that. I am for venturing one of the 
Hundreds, if you will, upon this Knight-Errantry ; 
but in caſe it ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to 
carry us to ſome Counterſcrap, where we may die as 
we liv'd, in a Blaze. 

Aim. With all my Heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Areher ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Mo- 
ney; we have had our Pennyworths; and had I Mil- 
lions, I wou'd go to the ſame Market again. O Len- 
don, London ! well, we have had our Share, and let 
us be thankful: Paſt Pleaſures, for ought I know, are 
belt, ſuch as we are ſure of; thoſe to come may diſ- 
appoint us. 

Aim. [t has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee 
how ſome inhumane Wretches murther their kind For- 
tunes; thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, 
{h4ll ſtarve all the reſt.— Vou ſhall have ſome that live 
only in their Palates, and in their Senſe of Taſting 
ſhail drown the other Four: Others are only Epicures 
in Appearances, ſuch who ſhall! ſtarve their Nights te 
make a Figure a Days, and famiſh their own to feed 
the Eyes of others : A contrary fort confine their Plea- 
ſures to the Dark, and contract their ſpacious Acres 
to the Circuit of a Muff - ſtting. 


Arch, 
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Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume em, and, | think, your kind 
Keepers have much the beſt on't; for they indulge 
the moſt Senſes by one Expence, there's the Secing, 
Hearing, and Feeling, amply gratify'd; and ſome 
Philoſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a Com- 
merce, there ariſes a fixth Senſe, that gives infinitely 
more Pleaſure than the other five put together. 

Aim. And to paſs to the other Extremity, of all 
Keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Mo- 
ney. 

Saks Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Be- 
ing; they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſap- 
point the Bleſſings of Providence : Give me a Man 
that keeps his Five Senſes keen and bright as his 
Sword, that has em always drawn out in their juſt 
Order and Strength, with his Reaſon, as Commander 
at the Head of 'em, that detaches 'em by turns upon 
whatever Party of Pleaſure agreeably offers, and com- 
mands 'em to retreat upon the leaſt Appearance of 
Diſadvantage or Danger : For my part, I can 
ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my Company, 
and my Reaſon, holds good; I can be charm'd with 
Sapphbo's Singing, without Falling in Love with her 
Face: I love Hunting, but would not, like Aeon, 
be eaten up by my own Dogs; I love a fine Houſe, 
but let another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a fine Wo- 
man. 

Aim, In that laſt Particular you bave the better of 
me. 

Arch. Ay, you're fuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport; you can't counterfeit 
the Paſſion without feeling it. 

Aim. Tho' the whining part be out of Doors in 
Town, tis ſtill in Force with the Country Ladies: 
And let me tell you, Frank, the Fool in that 
Paſſion ſhall out-do the Knave at any time. 

Arch. Well, | won't diipute it now; you command 
for the Day, and ſo | ſubmit At Nottingham, you 
know, I am to be Maſter. = 


Aim, 
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Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 

Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which I think, 
ſhall be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll 
embark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and wel- 
come Mars. | 

Aim, A Match! [Enter Bonniface.] Mum. 

Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have for 
Supper ? | 

Aim, What have you got? 

Bos. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the 
Pot, and a Pig at the Fire. 

Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt confeſs. — -[ 
can't eat Beef, Landlord. 

Arch. And | hate Pig. 

Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah, do you know 
who you are? 

Bon. Pleafe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have eve- 
ry thing in the Houſe. 

Aim, Have you any Veal? 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal 
on Wedneſday lait. 

Aim, Have you got any Fiſh or Wildfowl ? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an Inland 
Town, and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's 
the truth on't; and then for Wildfowl—— We have 
a delicate Couple of Rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſy'd. 

Bon, Fricaly'd ! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother d with Onions. 

Arch. Pſhaw! damn your Onions. 

Aim. Again, Sirrah ! Well, Landlord, what 
you pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Mo- 
ney, and your Houſe lit ſo full of Strangers, that I 
delieve it may be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; 
for when this Fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds 
acthing——Here, Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 

Arch. Yes, Sir, —this will give us Reputation. 

Aſide. Brings the Box. 

Aim, Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down 

both for your Security and mine; it holds ſomewhat 
Aa abov : 
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above Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I'll ma! 
count it to you after Supper; but be ſure you lay it and 
where I may have it at a Minute's warning; for my bim 
Affairs are a little dubious at preſent; perhaps I may 
be gone in half an Hour, perhaps I may be your 
Gueſt till the beſt part of that be ſpent ; and pray 
order your Oftler to keep my Horſes always faddled: 
But one thing above the reſt I muſt beg, that you 


would let this Fellow have none of your Anno Domi- C 
ni, as you call it — for he's the moſt inſufferable den) 
Sot—— Here, Sirrah, light me to my Chamber. hear 
Exit, lighted by Archer. 2atu 
Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry, on_ 

a 
Enter Cherry. bauc 
Cher. D'ye call, Father? man 


Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman, tis full of Money. 

Cher. Money! all that Money! why ſure, Father, Ar 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man. 
Who is he? | 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway- 
man. 

Bon. A Highway-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you 
have hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty. 
— Now, cou'd we find him out, the Money were 
outs. | 

Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horſes have they ? 

Cher, The Maſter rides upon a Black. 

Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upon he hoe 
Mare; and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, 
we may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience: I dont 
think it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. 
Look'e, Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cun- 


ninz'y to work; Proofs we muſt have; the Gentle— 
3 55% 6 man“ 
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man's Servant loves Drink, I'll ply him that way, 
and ten to one he loves a Wench; you muſt work 
him other way. 

Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my Secret 
for his. 

Bon. Confider, Child, there's Two hundred Pound 
to boot. [Ringing wit hout.] Coming, coming. 
Child, mind your Bufineſs. 

Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I 
deny it. My Mother was a good, generous, free 
hearted Woman, and I can't tell how far her good 

. nature might have extended for the good of her Chi- 
"WW dren. This Landlord of mine, for I think I can 
call him no more, would betray his Gueſt, and de- 
bauch his Daughter into the Bargain,—by a Foot- 
man too! 


Enter Archer. 
Arch, What Fooiman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy 
a5 to be the Subject of your Contemplation? 
Cher, Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little the 
us bener for't. | 2 
8 Arch. I hope ſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think 
un ef me. 
Cher. Suppoſe I had? 
zy- Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
minute I came in, I was conſideting in what man- 
vou k ner | ſhould make Love to you. 
oty. Cher. Love to me, Friend! 
rere Arch. Ves, Child. 
Cher. Child! Manners; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 
Arch. Diſtance! good night, Sauce-box. [ Going. 
Cher. A pretty Fellow; I like his Pride. Sir, 
Nack Ray, Sir, you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns] | have the 
nity. Credit to be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortune 
"Wb dere, which ſets me a degree above his Footman ; L 
wi. dope, Sir, you a'n't afftonted 
cun- Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll 
entle-Niell you whether you can affront me or no.— Sdeath, 


man“ Ss TY Child, 
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Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and yon 


don't know what to do with 'em. s 
Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? | 
Arch, Ay, but if ſome Women had em, they l 
wou'd kill every body. Prithee inſtruct me, I a 
wou'd fain make Love to you, but I don't know ; 
what to ſay. p 
Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any bo- 
dy before ? won 


Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can 
aſſure you, Madam; my Addrefſes have been al- 
ways confin'd to People within my own Sphere, I a 
never aſpix d ſo high before. L 


But you look ſo bright, 
And are dreſi'd ſo tight, &c. [A Song, 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? [ Aſide. 
Will you give me that Song, Sir? 

Arch. Ay, my Dear, take it while it is warm. 
F Kiſſes her.] Death and Fire! her Lips are Honey- 
combs. 

Cher. And | wiſh there had been Bees too, to have 
ſtung you for your Impudence. 

Arch. "here's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the Buſineſs much Better. 

Cher. This Feilow is miſbegotten as well as I. [ 4- 
ſide.] What's your Name, Sir? 

Arch. Name! I gad, I have forgot it. [4/ide.] 


Ob! Martin. Dor. ] 
Cher. Where were you born ? 
Arch, In St. Martins Pariſh. Mrs, 
Cher, What was your Father? an hel 
Arch. St. Martin's Patilh. of Pra; 
Cher. Then, Friend, good night. Ky 
Arch, 1 hope not. ng . 


Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch, That you're very handſome, 


apply t 


ber. 
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Cher. That you're a Footman, 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. 
Arch. So ſhall I. 
Cher. Let go my Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kits. 
[Kiſſes her. Call without, Cherry, Cherry. 
Cher. I'm—— My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 
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bow durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo?:— Offer to fol- 


low me one ſtep, if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a 

etty fair opening of an Adventure ; but we are 

ight-Errants, and ſo Fortune to be our as 
Exit. 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 


ACT II. 


SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bounti- 
ful's Houſe. 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Dor. Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Church 
this Morning? 

Mrs. Sal. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone 
can help me: But I think, Dorinda, there's no Form 
of Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Hufbainds. 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Docfor's Com- 
mons; and I ſwear, Siſter Suilen, rather than fee you 
thus continually diſcontented, 1 wou'd adviſe you to 
apply to that: For beſides the part that I bare in your 
rexatious Broils, as being Siſter to the Huſband, and 
Friend to the Wife, your Examples give me ſuch an 

Aa 3 Impreſ- 
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Impreſſionof Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to con- 
demn my Perſon to a long Vacation all its Life 
But ſuppoſing, Madam, that you brought it to a Caſe 
of Separation, what can you urge againſt your Huſ- 
_— My Brother is, firſt, the moſt conſtant Man 
alive. 

Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant Huſband, I grant ye, 

Dor. He never ſl-eps from you. 

Mrs. Sal. No, he always fleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 
Qu:lty. . 

Mrs. Sal. A Maintenance! do you take me, Ma- 
dam, for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, 
and bleſs my Benefactors, for Meat, Drink, and 
Clothes? As I take it, Madam, I brought your Bro- 
ther ten Thouſand Pounds, out of which I might 
expect ſome pretty things, call'd Pleaſures. 

Dor. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Coun- 
trey affords. 

Mrs. Sal. Countrey Pleaſures! Racks and Tor- 
ments! doſt think, Child, that my Limbs were made 
for leaping of Ditches, and clambring over Styles; or 
that my Parents wiſely foreſeeing my future Happi- 
neſs in Countrey Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me 
in rural Accompliſhments of drinking fat Ale, play- 
ing at Whiſk, and ſmoaking Tobacco with my Hul- 
band; or of ſpreading of Plaiſters, brewing of Diet- 
drinks, and ſtilling Roſemary- Water, with the good 
old Gentlewoman my Mother-in- Law ? 

Dor, I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in 
our Power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that 
our Entertainments were a little more polite, or your 


Tafte a little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how 


came the Poets and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo 
much in hunting after Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in 
a Countrey Life? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to 
find out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever 
ſee a Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound ? 


If you can ſhew me ſuch a Man, I'll lay you fifty Runs 
you! 
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you'll find him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. 
Nor that I diſapprove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets 
have painted them; in their Landſchapes, every Phyl- 
lis has her Corydon, every murmuring Stream, and 
every flowry Mead gives treſh Alarms to Love. 
Beſides, you'll find, that their Couples were never 
matry d: But yonder, | ſee my Corydon, and a 
ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows.—-Come, Dorinda, 
don't be angry, he's my Huſband, and your Brother; 
and between both, is he not a ſad Brute ? 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt Judge. 

Mrs. Sul, O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, filent Sot, one that's always muſing, but 
never thinks ;There's ſome Diverſion in a talk- 
ing Blockhead ; and fince a Woman muſt wear Chains, 
I wou'd have the Pleaſure of hearing 'em rattle a lit- 
tle, Now you ſhall ſee; but take this by the way, 
He.came home this Morning at his uſual Hour of 
Four, waken'd me out of a ſweet Dream of ſome- 
thing elſe, by, tumbling over the Tea- Table, which 
he broke all to pieces; after his Man and he had 
row1'd about the Room, like fick Paſſengers in a 
Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead as a Salmon 
into a Fiſhmonger's Baſket ; his Feet cold as Ice, his 
Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands and his Face 
as greaſie as his Flannel Night- Cap Oh Nlatri— 

mony !——He toſſes up the Clothes with a batbatous 
4 ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oeco— 
nomy of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my 


| 
: 
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n whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of 
In that waketul Nightingale, his Noſe.— 0 the Plea- 
in ure of counting the melancholy Clock by a ſnoaring 
_ Huſband ! But now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how 
0 tandſomely, being a well-bred Man, he will beg my 
nu BE? udon. 

20 h Enter Sullen. 

> || $4. My Head akes conſumedly, 

7 Is ASS 8 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sal. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink 
Tea with us this Morning? it may do your Head 


good. 

Sul. No. 

Dor. Coffee, Brother ? 

Sul. Pſhaw, 

Mrs. Sal. Will =o pleaſe to dreſs, and go to 
Church with me? the Air may help you. 

Sul. Scrub. 

Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. Sir. | 


Sal. What Day o'th' Week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Sull, Sunday ! bring me a Dram; and d'ye hear, 
ſet out the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong 
Beer upon the Hall-Table, I'll go to Breakfaſt. 

[ Going, 

Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off to; 
you were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make 
your Wife Reparation; come, come, Brother wont 
you aſk Pardon? | 

Sul, For what? 

Der. For being drunk laſt Night. 

Sul. ] can afford it, can't 1? 

Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt tall you, Sir, that this is not 
to be born. 

Sul. I'm glad on't. 

Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? 

Sul. Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir. : 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may 
turn the Edge of your Razor——lnveterate Stupidi- 
ty! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen 
as bis? O Siſter, Siſter! I mall never ha good = 
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the Beaſt till I get him to Town ; London, dear Ton- 
+41 the place for managing and breaking a Huſ- 

Dor. And has not a Huſband the ſame Opportuni- 
ties there for humbling a Wife ? 

Mrs. Sell. No, no, Child, tis a ſtanding Maxim 
in Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd en- 
fave his Wife, he burries her into the Countrey ; and 
when a Lady would be arbitrary with her Huſband, 
ſhe wheedles her Booby up to Town..—A Man dare 
not play the Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo 
many Examples to encourage the Subject to rebel. O 
Dorinda, Dorinda! a fine Woman may do any thing 
in London : O' my Conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Ar- 
my of Forty thouſand Men. 

Dor. I fanſy, Siſter, you have a mind to be try- 
ing your Power that way here in Lichfield; you 
— drawn the French Count to your Colours al- 
ready. 

Mrs. Sul. The French are a People that can't live 
without their Gallantries. 

Dor. And ſome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are 
not averſe to ſuch Amuſements. | 

Mrs. Sal. Well, Siſter, fince the Truth muſt out, 
it may do as well now as hereafter; | think, one 
way to rouſe my Lethargick, ſottiſh Huſband, is to 
give him a Rival; Security begets Negligence in all 
People, and Men muſt be alarm'd to make em allert 
in their Duty: Women are like Pictures, of no value 
in the Hands of a Fool, till he hears Men of Senſe 
did high for the Purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Un- 
derftanding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for 
you; but, I fanſy, there's a natural Averſion of his 
ſide; and I fanſy, Siſter, that you don't come much 
behind him, if you dealt fairly. . 

Mrs. Sal. I own it, we are united Contradictions, 
Fire and Water: But I cou'd be contented, with a 
great many other Wives, to humour the cenſorious 
Mob, and give the World an Appearange of living 

FFC well 
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well with my Huſband, cou'd I bring him but to diſ- 
ſemble a little Kindneſs to keep me in Countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that in- 
ſtead of rouſing your Huſband by this Artifice to a 
counterfeit Kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real Fury? 

Mrs. Sal. Let him: If I can't entice him to 
the one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave my ſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sul, You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own Brother ? 

Mrs. Sul. He's but half 'a Brother, and I'm your 
entire Friend: If 1 go a ſtep beyond the Bounds of 
Honour, leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould 
go along with me in every thing; while I truſt my 
Honour in your Hands, you may truſt your Brother's 
in mine — The Count is to dine here to Day. 

Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I cant like 
that Man, | 

Mrs. Sal. You like nothing, your time is not 
come; Love and Death have their Fatalities, and 
ſtrike home one time or other :—— You'll pay for all 
one Day, I warrant ye—But come, my Lady's Tea 
is ready, and tis almoſt Church-time. [| Exennt, 


SCENE, The Iu». 


Exter Aimwell dreſ d, and Archer. 

Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe ? 

Arch. The Landlord is fo blind as to think ſo; but 
dare ſwear ſhe has better Blood in her Veins. 

Aim. Why doſt think ſo? 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Je ne ſcai 
quot, ſhe reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and is trou- 
bled with Vapours. | 

Aim. By which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives her ſelf 
Airs, forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 

Aim, Let me take her in hand. 


- 


Arch, 
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Arch. Say one Word more o'that, and I'll declare 
my 'ſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where 
„ look ye, Aimwell, every Man in his own 
Sphere. : 8 5 | * 
Ute, Right; and therefors you mult pimp for yout 
er. 
Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have 
ſerv'd my ſelf——But to our Buſineſs——You are ſq 
well dreſs'd, Tom, and make ſo handſome a Figure, 
that I fanſy you may do Execution in the Countrey 
Church; the exterior part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in 
the right to make that Impreſſion favourable... 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn 
to Advantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a 
Countrey Church draws as many Gazets as a Blazin 
Star; no ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but 
Train of Whiſpers runs buzzing round the Congrega- 
tion in a Moment: Wno is he? Whence comes 
he? Do you know him? — Then, I, Sir, tips me 
the Verger with half a Crown ; he pockets the Simo- 
ny, and inducts me into the beſt Pew in the Church, 
I pull out my Snuff box, turn my ſelf round, bow to 
the Biſhop, or the Dean, if, he be the commanding 
Officer; fingle out a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes to 
hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the Streng hof Ima- 
gination, and ſhew the whole Church my concern, by 
my endeavouring to hide it; after the Sermon, the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by 
per uading the Lady that I am a dying tor her, the 
Tables are turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in 


0 


= 


Love with me; | 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a 
Precedent; but 1oftead of riveting your Eyes to a 
Beauty, try to fix 'em upon a Fortune; that's our 
Buſineſs at preſent. 

Aim. Plhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty with- 
out a Fortune, Let me alone, for I am a Mark's- 
man, 

Arch, Tom, 

Aim. Ay. | 


— 
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Arch. When were you at Church before, pray? 
Aim. Um II was there at the Coronation. 
Arch. And how can you expect a Blefling by go- 


ing to Church now? 
Aim. Bleſſing! nay Frank, I aſk but for a Wife. 


> | | Exit. 
Areb. Truly, the Man is not very RS — 
in his Demands. [ Exit as the oppoſite Door, 


Enter Bonniface and Cherry. | 

Bon, Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs ? 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting 
any thing out of a Man; I'm bat young, you know 
Father, and | don't underftand Wheedling. 

Bon. Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, 
can any Woman wheedle that is not young? Your 
Mother was uſeleſs at five and twenty! Would you 
make your Mother a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as 
the Saying is? 1 tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, 
and his Mafter ſpends his Money ſo freely, and is ſo 
much a Gentleman every manner of way, that he 
muſt be a Highway- Man. . 


Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 
f Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 

Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? 

Gib. No matter, aſk no Queſtions, all fair and 
honourable; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her 4 
Bag.) Two hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as e- 
ver hang'd or ſav'd a Rogue; lay em by with the 
reſt, and here Three Wedding or Mourning 
Rings, tis much the ſame you know Here, two 
Silver hilted Swords; I took thoſe from Fellows that 
never ſhew any part of their Swords but the Hilts : 
Here is a Damond Necklace which the Lady hid in 
the priviteſt plice in the Coach, but I found it out: 
This Gold Witch | took from a Pawn-broker's Wife, 
it wis left in her Hands by a Peyſon of Quality, 
there's the Arms upon the Cale, 25 


Cher, 
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Cher, But who had you the Money from? | 
Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; From 2 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Huſband, ſhe had 
made up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as 
hard as ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her Huſband's 
barbarous Uſage, and ſo I left her half a Crown: But 
I had almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a Pre- 
ſeat for you. x 

Cher, What is't? 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out 
of a Lady's under Pocket. 

= What, Mr. Gibbe:, do you think that I 

paint ? 
Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure 
the Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her 
Handkerchief, Here, take my Cloak, and go, 
ſecure the Premiſſes. 

Cher. I will ſecure em. | Exit, 

Bon. But heark'e, where's Hownflow and WP 
- Gib. They'll be here to Night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o'the Pad 
on this Road? — 

Gib. No. 

Bon. | fanſy that I have two that lodge in the 
Houſe juſt now. 

Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak em? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 

Gib. That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs. 

Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Cham- 
bers; he pretends to be Servant to the other, we'll 
call him out and pump him a little, 

Gib. With all my Heart. 

Bon, Mr. Martin!“ Mr. Martin! 


Enter Archer combing a Perriwig, and ſinging. 

Gib The Roads are conſumed-deep, I'm as dirty 
as old Brentford at Chriſimas A good pretty 
Fellow that; who's Servant are you, Friend? | 

Arch. My Maſter's, EY Ce en Oe 

Gib Really? 

Arch, Really. Arch. 
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Gib. That's much — The Fellaw has been at the 
Bar by his Eyafions :—But, pray, Sir, what. is your 

Maſter's Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall: [Sings and comb the Perri-: 
wig.) This is the molt obttinaze Curl——_ . . 

Gib. I ask you his Name:? 

- Arch. Name, Sir. — Tall, al}, FX A never 
alk d him his Name i in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 

Gib. Plain, plaip, he talks now as if he were before 
a Judge : But pray, A which way does your, 
Maſter travel? 

Arch. A Horſeback. 

Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right 
But, | mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, | fear, vir: Tall, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid my Fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're. very arch 
—— This Gentleman is only travelling towards Che- 
ſter, and wou'd be glad af your Company, that's all 
come, Captain, you'll Ray to Night, I ſuppole ; 
I'll ſhew you a Chamber—Come, Captain. 

Gib. Farewel Friend 3 

Arch. Captain, your Servant Captain ! a 
pretty Fellow! Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers 
of the Army don't conſpire to beat all . in 
Red but their own. 


£ 


| Enter Cherry. 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I bope he did not 
liſten; I wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all 
my own, hecauſe | wou'1 oblige him to love me. 
[ Aſide) Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Fa- 
ther? 

Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or ERS out 
Trooper, I ſuppole, 

Cher. All's late, I find. 

Arch. Come, my Dear, have you conn'd over the 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? 

Cher. Come, queſtion me, 
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Arch, What is Love? . 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know 
not how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch, Very well, an apt Scholar. [ Chacks 4 un- 
der the Chin.] Where does Love enter! 

Cher. Into the Eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell'e. 

Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 
Cher, Youth, Beauty and clean Linen. 
Arch, The Reaſon ? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and 
the third at Court, | 

Arch. That's my Dear: What are the Signs and 
Tokens of that Paſſion ? 

Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue , 
Words improbable, Defigns impoſſible, and Actions 
impracticable. 

Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me. — What 
muſt a Lover do to obtain his Miſtreſs 2 

Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, 
and court the Footman that laughs at him ! 
He muſt, he muſt 

Arch. Nay, Child, 1 muſt whip you if you don't 
mind your Leſſon; he muſt treat hi | 

Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his Enemies with Re- 
ſpeR, his Friends with ludifference, and all the World 
with Contempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear 
more; he muſt defire much, and hope little; in 
ſhort, he muſt embrace his Ruin, and throw himſelf 
away. 

Arch, Had ever Man ſo hopeful a Pupil as mine ? 
Come, my Dear, why is love call'd a Riddle ? 

Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 
bl 142 Mighty well! — And why is Love pictur' d 

in 


Cher, 
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Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs 

or Privilege of their Art choſe to hide thoſe Eyes 
that they could not draw. | 

. Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me 
again. — And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, 
govern a Man? 
Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the end of Love. 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. —— And 
now, my Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin. You have 
taken a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what 
d'ye think I have learnt by it? 

Arch. What? 

Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are 
Contradictions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to 
believe you a Footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in this Garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho' I was born to Servi- 
tude, I hate it:-—Own your Condition, ſwear you 
love me, and then — 

- Arch. And then we ſhall go make the Bed. 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a 
Gentleman, my Education was liberal; but 1 -went 
to London a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of 


Sharpers, who ſtript me of my Money, my Friends 


diſown'd me, and now my Neceſlity brings me to 
What you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and I'll make you Maſter of 
two thouſand Pounds. 

Arch. How! 

Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Mi- 
nute in my own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery 
this Inſtant, and I'll go find a Parſon ? | 

Arch. What faid you? a Parſon! 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple ? 

Arch. Scruple ! No, no, but two thouſand 
Pound, you lay? 5 


Cher, 
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Cher. And better. . 

Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do ? But heark'e, 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf 
and Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure 
out of me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your 
Hands ? a 

Cher. Then you won't marry me? 

Arch, I would marry yon, but 

Cher, O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, 
you're fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that 
any Gentleman who cou'd bear the Scandal of wear- 
ing a Livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let 
the Condition be what it wou'd——n0, no, Sir. 
but I hope you'll pardon the Freedom I have taken, 
ſince it was only to inform my ſelf of the Reſpect 
that I ought to pay you. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by. Jupiter—— hold, hold; and 
have you actually two thouſand Pounds ? 

Cher. Sir, | have my Secrets as well as you 
when you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more 
free, and be aflur'd that I have Diſcoveries that will 
match yours, be what they will In the mean 
while be ſatisfy d that no Diſcovery | make ſhall ever 
hurt you, but beware of my Father. 

Arch. S0——we're like to have as many Adven- 
tures.in our Inn, as Don Quixote had in his——let 
me ſee two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench 
wou'd promiſe to die when the Money were ſpent, 
I gad, one wou'd marry her; but the Fortune may 

o off in a Year or two, and the Wife may live 

ord knows how long! Then an Inn- Keeper's 
Daughter; ay, that's the Devil--—there my Pride 
brings me off. 


For whatſoe'er the Sages charge on Pride, 

The Angels fall, aud twenty Faults beſide, 

On Earth, I'm ſure, 'mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride ſaves Man oft', and Woman too from falling. 


[ Exit, 
The End of the Second ACT. 
| ACT 
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| ACT TI 
S C E N E continues. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda. 
Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me em- 
hrace thee, now we are Friends in- 
deed; for I ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge 
for mine——now you'll be good for ſomething, I 
ſhall have you converſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
n Love with a Fellow at firſt fight ? | 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw! Now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd 
not we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men? 
I warrant you the Gentleman has got to his Confi- 
dent already, has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your 
Health, call'd you ten thouſand Angels, has run 
over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, Shape, Air, and every 
thing, in a Deſcription that warms their Mirth to a 
ſecond Enjoymenr. : 

Dor, Your Hand, Sifter, I a'n't well. 

Mrs, Sul. So——ſhe's breeding already — come, 
Child, up with it——hem a little——ſo now tell 
me, don't you like the Gentleman that we faw at 
Church juſt now? . = 

Dor, The Man's well enough. * 

Mrs. Sul. Well enough! Is he not a. Demi-God, 
A Narciſſ«s a the Man i'the Moon? 

Dor. O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. Sal. Shall 1 ſend to your Mother, Child, for 
a little of her Cepha ick Plaifter to -put to the Soles 
of your Feet? or (hal: I ſend to the Gentleman for 
ſomething for you? — Come, unlace your Stays, 
unboſome your ſelf——the Man is perfectly a pretty 


Fellow, I faw him when he firſt came — 
Fs 
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Dor. I ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 
ſhone, methought like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sal. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to 
ſet him off, no ſludy d Looks nor artful Poſture, — 
but Nature did it all 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better——one Touch more 
come 

Dor. But then his Looks—did you obſerve his Eyes? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did——his Eyes, well, what 
of his Eyes? 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they ſeem'd 
to view, but never gaz'd on any thing but m 
and then his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo no- 
ble, that they aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with 
Pride die at my Feet, tho' he ſcorn'd Slavery any 
where elſe. 

Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works purely How 
oye find your ſelf now, my Dear? 

Dor. Hem! Much better, my Dear O here 
comes our Mercury! [ Enter. Scrub.) Well, Scrub, 
what News of the Gentleman ? 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a Packet of 
News. 

Dor. Open it quickly, come. 

Scrub. In the fiſt Place I enquir'd who the Gen- 
tleman was? They told me he was a Stranger. 
Secondly, I aſk'd what the Gentleman was? They 
anſwer'd and ſaid, That they never ſaw him before. 
Thirdly, I enquir'd what Countreyman he was ? 
They reply'd, 'twas more than they knew. Fourthly, 
I demanded whence he came? Their anſwer was, 
they cou'd not tell. And fifthly, I aik'd whither he 
went? And they reply'd, they knew nothing of the 
Matter, ——and this is all I cou'd learn. 

Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay? Can't they 
gaeſs ? 

Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs 
he's a Mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome ano- 
ther; but for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit? 

| Dor. 
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Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit ? | 
Scrub, Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
bering French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
Pond, and I believe they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd 
conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 

Scrub, Livery; Lord, Madam, I took him for a 
Captain, he's ſo hedizen'd with Lace, and then he 
has Tops to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filver 
headed Cane dangling at his Nuckles—he carries his 
Hands in his Pockets juſt ſfo——{ Walks in 4 French 
—_ and has a fine long Perriwig ty'd up in a Bag— 
Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of Man than l. 

Mrs. Sul. That may eafily be——but what ſhall we 
do now, Sifter ? 

Dor. I have it This Fellow has a World of 
Simplicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides the 
latter by abundance, ——Scrub. 

Scrub, Madam. 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this 
Gentleman is, only for our Satisfaction. 

Scrub, Yes, Madam, it would be a SatisfaRion, no 
doubt. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his 
Footman, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of 
your Ale, becauſe you're Butler to Day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave! Siſter, O my Conſcience, you 
underſtand the Mathematicks already——'Tis the beſt 
Plot in the World; your Mother, you know, will 
be gone to Church, my Spouſe will be got to the 
Ale-houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be 
our own——ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the 
Fellow ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Countrey, 
you know, any Stranger is Company, and we're 
glad to take up with the Butler in a Countrey Dance, 
and happy if he'll do us the Favour. 


Scrub. 
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Scrub. Oh! Madam, — wrong me; I never re- 
fus'd your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 


Enter Gipſy. 
Gip. Ladies, Dinners upon Table. 
Dor. Scrub, We'll excuſe your Waiting 
where we order'd you. 
Scrub. | (hall. 


SCENE changes to the Inn. 


Go 


Enter Aimwell and Archer, 

Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman: 

Aim. A Markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be, as 
not diſcern a Swan among the Ravens. 

Arch, Well, but heark'e, Aimwell. 

Aim. Aimwell! call me Oreendates, Ceſario, Ama- 
dis, all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and 
then I'll anſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in 
her Looks, ſhe look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt, 
Corn, Wine and Oil, Milk and Honeſt, Gardens, 
—_ and purling Streams, play'd on her plenteous 

ace, 

Arch. Her Face! her Pocket, you mean: the 
Corn, Wine and Oi), lies there. In thort, ſhe has 
ten thouſand Pound, that's the Engliſh on't. 

Aim. Her Eyes 

Arch. Are Demi Canons, to be ſure; ſo I won't 


ſtand their Battery. [ Going. 
Aim. Pray, excuſe me,” my Paſſion muſt have 
vent. 


Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe 
Romantick Airs will do our Buſineſs! Were my 
Temper as extravagant as yours, my Adventures have 
ſomething more Romantick by half. 

Aim. Your Adventures! 

Arch. Yes, the Nymph that with her twice ten 
hundred Pounds, 


With 
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With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear ftarch'd, 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the 3 


There's a Touch of fublime Milton for you, and the 
Subject but an Inn-keeper's Daughter: I can play 
with a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh; he keeps 
it at the end of is Line, runs it up the Stream, and 
down the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand 
tickles the Trout, and fo whips it into his Baſket. 


Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is——yonder's an 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bowntiful's Butler, 
who begs the Honour that you wou'd go home with 
him and ſee his Cellar. 

Arch. Do my Baiſemains to the Gentleman, and 
tell him I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on him 
immediately. [Exit Boniface. 

Aim, What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftida ſing ? | 

Arch. Plhaw! Damn your Raptures; I tell you 
here's a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and 
the Ship will get into Harbour, my Life on't. You 
ſy, there's another Lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes faith. 

Arch. I'm in Love with her already. 

Aim, Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in 
the mean time. | | 

Arch. No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and 
Oil, is ingroſs'd to my Market. And once 
more I warn you, to keep your Anchorage clear of 
mine; for if you fall fou] on me, by this Light, 
you (hall go to the bottom. What! make Prize 
of my little Frigate, while I am upon the Cruiſe for 
you. [ Exit, 


Enter Bonniface. 
Aim. Well, well, I won't Landlord ; have 
you any tolerable Company in the Houſe? I don't 
care for dining alone. A CE 


N | Bon. 


The Beaux Stratagem. 31 


Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the 
;Saying-is, that artiv'd about an Hour ago. 

Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 
where; will you make him a Complement from me, 
and tell him 1 ſhould be glad of his Company ? 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd? 

Aim. Ha, that Stroak was well thrown in 
I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his Company, that's all. 

- -Bon. I obey your Commands, as the Saying is. 
| [ Exit, 
Enter Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what Title will you 
give your ſelf ? 

Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure; he wou'd never 
give me any thing elſe, fo Il make bold with his 
Honour this bout———you know the reſt of your 
Cue. 

Arch. Ay, ay. [ Exit, 


Enter Gibbet. 

Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 

Aim. 'Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't 
know you. 

Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never 
ſaw me before, I hope. [Aſide. 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour 
of ſeeing you now? 

SGib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentle- 
man but my Landlord 

Aim. O, Sir, Lask your Pardon, you're the Cap» 
tain he told me of, 

Gib. At your Service, Sir. 

Aim. What Regiment? may l be ſo bold? 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental, 
[Aſide.] You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir. 

Gib. Yes, Sir in the Plantations, twas my Lot to 
be ſent into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted 
it indeed, but a Man ef Honour, you know 

| Beſides, 
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Beſides, twas for the good of my Countrey that 
I ſhou'd be abroad —— Any thing for the good of 
one's Countrey I'm a Roman for that. 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my Lite [4ſide.] 
You found the Weſt- Indies very hot, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at Wil's 
Coffee- houſe ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where is your Company now, Captain? 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 

Gib. They'll be here to Night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march ? 

Gib. A-croſs the Countrey——The Devil's in't, 
if I ha'n't ſaid enough to encourage him to declate— 
but I'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. 

Aim, Is your Company to Quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. 

Aim, What! all? 

Gib. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha, we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I under- 
ſtand the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: 
I don't care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly up- 
on the Road-—for I generally ride with a Charge 
about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [ Aſide. 

Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there are High- 
way-men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd 
ſuſpect a Gentleman of your Figure But truly, 
Sir , I have got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the 
Road, that I don't care for {peaking Truth to any 
Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary ——E——Then 
I preſume you're no Captain. 

Gib. Not I, Sir, Captain is a good travelling 
Name, and ſo I take it; it tops a great many fooliſh 


Inquiries that are generally made about ä 
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that travel; it gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and 
1 makes the Drawers obedient— And thus far I am 
| a Captain, and no farther. 
Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion ? 
1 Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me — upon my 
Word, Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. 

Aim, Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend 

you. 

Enter Bonniface. 
> Well, Mr. Bonniface, what's the News ? 
Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the 

Saying is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be 
glad to make the third Man, if you wou'd give him 
leave. 
5 Aim. What is he? 

l Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. A Clergyman ! is he really a Clergyman ? 
or, is it only nis travelling Name, as my Friend the 
Captain has it? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the 
French Officers in Town, | 


wh Aim, Is he a Frenchman ? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſel:. 
8 Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I won't be ſeen 


8: in his Company, Sir; I have a Value for my Repu- 
tation, Sir. 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our 
ſelves Can he ſpeak Fnzlih, Landlord? © 
** Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 
he _—_— to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and 
' at's all. 
by Aim. Then he has been in England before? 
the Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, 
ny | the Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to 
hear him talk Latin. 
agen Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Bonniſace. 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it 
ing ſo very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good, 
> Aim. Pray, defire him to walk up, 
nen Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is 
hat 3 | Enter 
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Enter Foigard. 

Foiz. Save you, Gentlemens both. 

Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble 
Servant. 

Fog. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faithful 
Shervant, and yours alſho. 

Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you 
have a mighty T wang of the Foreigner. 

Foig. My Engliſh is very vell for the vords, but we 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues 
about the Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 

Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light. | 4jide.} Were ycu born in France, Doctor? 

Foig. | was educated in France, but | was borred 
at Bruſſels: | am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 

Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 
Doctor, he's a Stranger, 

Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nati- 
on that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 

Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the Diſpute—— 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready ? 

Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Gentlemen——pray——that Door 

Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide, 

Gib, Ay, ay, ſo it is. 


[Exit foremoſt, they follow, 


SCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's 
Houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one 
another; Scrub with a Tankard in his Hand, 


Gipſey lining at a diftance, 


Scrub. Tall, all, Dall Come, my dear 37 — 


let's have that Song once more, 
Arch, 


C 
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Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family :=———— 
But will you be {ure to keep the Secret? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentle- 
Man. 

Arch. 'Tis enough —You muſt know then, that 
my Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwell; he fought 
a Duel t'other Day in London, wounded his Man fo 
dangerouſly, that he thinks fit to withdraw til! he 
hears whether the Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or 
not: He never was in this part of England before, to 
he choſe to retire to this Place, that's all. 

Gip. And that's enough tor me. _ [Exit, 

crab. And where were you when your Mialter 
fouzht ? 

Arch, We never know of our Maſter's Quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Countrey here 
receive a Challenge, the firit thing they do, is to tell 
their Wives; the Wife tells the Servant, the Servants 
alarm the Tenants, and in half an Hour, you ſhall 
have the whole Countrey in Arms. 

Arch, To hinder two Men from doing what they 
have no mind for But if you ſhould chance to 
talk now of my Buſineſs 2 

Scrub. Talk ! ay, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my Tongue, | had never liv'd io long in 
a great Family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in all 
Families. 

Scrub. Secrets, ay but 11] ſay no more 
3 ſit down, we'll make an end of our Tankaid: 

ere 
i Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you 
and | may come to be beiter acquainted eh 
Here's your Ladies Health; you have three, I think, 
and to be ſure there mult be Secrets among 'em. 

Scrub. Secrets! Ay, Friend; | with I had a 
Friend. 

Arch. Am not I your Friznd? Come you and I 
will be ſworn Brothers. 

Scrub, Shall we? 
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Arch, From this Minute—— Give me 2 Kiſs —— 
And now Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you 
a Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 

Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth 
ont. 

Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt 
now in the Cellar, is the atranteſt Whore that ever 
wore a Petticoat: and I'm dying tor Love of her. 

Arch, Ha, ha, ha——Are you in Love with her 
Perſon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 

Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beit, becauſe it is more 
durable than Beauty; for Virtue holds good with 
ſome Women long, and many a Day after they have 
Joſt it. 

Arch. In the Countrey, I grant ye, where no 
Woman's Virtues is loft, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd 
have her all to my ſelf ; but I dare not put it upon 
that Lay, for fear of being ſent for a Soldier, 
Pray, Brother, how do you Gentlemen in London 
like that fame Preſſing Act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub ;——'Tis the worſt 
that ever was made for us: Formerly I remember 
the good Days when we cou'd dun our Maſters for 
our Wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd 
have a Warrant to carry 'em before a Juſtice : but 
now if we talk of cating, they have a warrant for 


us, and carry us before three Juſtices. 


Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eat- 
ing; for the Juſtices wo'n't give their own Servants 
a bad Example. Now this is my Misfortune 
1 dare not ſpeak in the Houſe, while that Jade, 
Gipſey, dings about like a Fury——OQnce | had rhe 
better end of the Staff. 

Arch. And how comes the Change now ? . 

Scrub, Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief is a 


Prieſt, 


Arch. 


>. 
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Arch. A Prieſt! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, 
that came over hither to ſay Grace to the French 
Officers, and eat up our Provifions—— There's not 
a Day goes over his Head without a Dinner or Sup- 
per in this Houſe. 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſb as it he had liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a 
Traveller from his Cradle. 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted. 
the Affections of your Gip/ey. 

Scrub. Converted | ay, and perverted, my Dear 
Friend—For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore 
and a Papiſt — But this is not all; there's the 
French Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Con- 
federacy, and for ſome private Ends of their own to 
to be ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother 
Serub; I ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover 
too. 

Scrub. Not that I know——She's the beſt on em, 
that's the Truth on't: But they take care to prevent 
my Curiofity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that 
I'm a perfect Slave.—— What d'ye think is my Place 
in this Family 2 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord held you——T'll tell you——Orf 
2 Monday | drive the Coach, of a Tueſday I drive the 
Plough, on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thur/- 
day I dun the Tenants, on Friday I go to Marker, 
on Saturday I draw Warrants, and a Sunday I draw 
Beer. | 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in 
Life, you have enough on't, my dear Brother—Bur 
what Ladies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is 
Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Donꝭt 
mind em, fit ftill, Minn 


1 Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Sullen ad Dotinda. 

Mrs. Sall. | have heard my Brother talk of my 
Lord Ainwell, but they ſay that his Brother is the 
tier Gentleman. 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter, 

Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his 


Heart, I'll open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have 


heard ſay, that People may be gueſs'd at by the Be- 
haviour of their Servaats; I cou'd wiſh we might 
talk to that Fellow. 

Mrs. Sall. So do l; for I think, he's a very pretty 
Fellow: Come this way, III throw out a Lure for 
him preſently. 2 

[ They walk a turn toward the oppoſite ſide of the 
Stage, Mrs. Sullen 4rops her Glove, Archer 
runs, takes it up, and gives it to her. 

Arch. Corn, Wine and Oil indeed —Þ}at, I 
think, the Wife has the greateſt Plenty of Fleth and 
Blood; ſhe ſhould be my Choice——Ay, ay, ſay 
you ſo———-Madam—— Your Lady ſſup's Glove. 

Mrs. Sul. O Sir, | thank you—— What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow has ? 

Dor. Bow! Why I have known ſeveral Footmen 
come down from London ſet up here for Dancing- 
Meſters, and carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Coun- 
rey. 

AY [ Aſide.) That Project, for ought I know, 
had been better than ours, Brother Scrub — Why 
don't you introduce me? 

Scrub. Ladies, this 1s the ſtrange Gentleman's Ser- 
vant that you ſee at Church to Day; I underſtood 
he came from Londen, and ſo l invited him to the 
Cellar, that he might ſhew me the neweſt Floutiſh 
in whetting mv Knives. 

Dor And I hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your 
Ladyſhip's Liquor is a liitle too potent for the Con- 
fiitution of your humble Servant. ” 
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Mrs. Sul. What then you don't uſually drink Ale. 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, 
or a little Wine and Water; tis preſcribed me by the 
Phyſician for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. 

Scrub, Ola! Olal— —A Footman hare the 
Spleen 

Mrs. Sul, I thought that Diſtemper hid been only 
proper to People of Quality, 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 
and ſo deſcends to their Servants; tho' in a great 
many of us, I believe, it proceeds trom ſome melan- 
choly Particles in the Blood, occaſion d by the Stag- 
nation of Wages. 

Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks? How 
long, pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent Matter 2 

| Arch. Not long; my Lite has been molly ſpent 
i the Service of the Ladies. 

Mrs. Sal And pray, which Service do you like beſt? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay belt; the Honour 
of ſerving them is ſufficient Wages; there is a Charm 
in their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their 
Commands, and gives our Duty the Wings of In- 
clination. 

Mrs. Sal. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li. 
, rery; and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy'd to ſerve 
Lady again? 

8 Arch. As a Groom of a Chamber, Madam, but 
not as a Footman. 

Mrs. Sal. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before. 

Arch. For that Reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that 
oſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the 
Load of Meſiages that the Ladies lay upon their Ser- 
rants in London: My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs 
| ſzrv'd, calld me up one Morning, and told me, 
artin, go to my Lady Alln;zhe with my humble 
dervice; tell her I was to wait on her Ladyſhip 
eſterday, and left word with Mrs. Rebecca, that the 
freliminaries of the Affair ſhe knows of, are itopt 
ll we know the Concurrence of the Perſon that I 
Low. of, for which there are Circumſtances wanting 

B b 4 which 


4 L-- 1 


40 The Beaux Stratagem. 


which we ſhall accommodare at the old Place; but 
that in the mean time there is a Perſon about her 
Ladyſhip, that from ſeveral Hints and Surmiſes, was 
acceſſary at a certain time to the Diſappointments 
that naturally attend things, that to her Knowledge 
are of more Importance 

= ns Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 

Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole 
Howd'ye was about half an Hour long; ſo happen'd 
to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and 
render'd incapable, — — 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw.— 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be marry'd,—l preſume 
you ſtil] ſerve a Lady. 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come in- 
to a marry'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter 
and Miſtreſs are always too contrary, that tis im- 
poſlible to pleaſe both. 

Dor. There's a main Point gain'd.——My Lord is 
not marry'd, I find. [ 4 ſide. 

Mrs. Sul. But 1 wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, you had not a better Proviſion made tor you, 

Arch. I don't know how, Madam.—l1 had a Lieu- 
tenancy offer'd me three or four t mes; but that is 
not Bread, Madam l live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam he ſings rarely ——1 was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Countrey till he came; but 
alack a day, I'm nothing to my Brother AMfartin. 

Dor. Does he? Pray Sir, will you oblige us with a 
Song? | 

Arch. Are you for Paſſion or Humour? 

Scrub. Ole! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle= 

Mrs Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But ſince you command me. 


[Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 


A Trifling Son: you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &C, 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul, Very well, Sir, we're oblig'd to ou 

Something for a pair of Gloves. 
[ Offering him Money. 

Arch, 1 humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Ma- 
ſter, Madam, pays me; nor dare [ take Money. from 
any other Hand, without injuring his Honour, and: 
diſobey ing his Commands. Exit. 

Dor. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſee ſo ptet- 
ty a well bred Fellow? 

Mrs. Sal. The Devil take him for wearing that 
Livery. 

Dor. I fanſy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, 
a Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch d 
upon for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion; to- 
bear him Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one 
was his Second, 

Mrs. Sul. It is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be: 
ſo——— For | like him. 

Dor. What! better than the Count? 

Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the moſt a- 


greeable Man upon the Place; and ſo I choſe him to- 


ſerve me in my Deſign upon my Huſband. But 
18 like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my 
ſelf. 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this 
Lord and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring that: 
about ? 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! You Countrey Ladies: give: 
no Quarter, if once you ſbe enter'd! Wou'd: 
you prevent their Deſires, and give the Fellows no» 
wiſhing time. Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord: 
Aimwell loves you or deſerves you, he'll find a way: 
to ſee you, and-there we mult leave it. —My Buſi- 
neſs comes now upon the Tapis — Have you: pree- 
par'd your Brother > 

Dor. Ves, yes. 

Mrs. Sal. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. He laid little, mumbled ſomething: to him. 
ſelf; promis d to be guided by me: But: here: he: 
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Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What ſinging was that ] heard juſt now? 

Mrs. Sal. The finging in your Head, my Dear, 
vou complain'd of it all Day. 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs. Sul. I was ever fo, ſince I became one Fleſh 
with you. 

Sul. One Fleſh! Rather two Carcaſles join'd unna- 
turally together. 

A Mrs. Sal. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead 
ody. 

Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 

Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 

Mrs Sal. And my Huſband ſhews you what you 
mult ſuffer. 

Sul, Sdeath, why can't you be ſilent? 

Mrs. Sal. Sdeath, why can't you. talk? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 

Mrs Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e; [Vhiſpers.] I ſha'n't be home 
till it be late. 

Mrs, Sal. What did he whiſper to ye? 

Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way , 
come into the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him 
But let me beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this 
Project; for, as I told yon before, inſtead of 
awaking him to Kindneſs, you may provoke him to 
Rage ; and then who knows how far his Brutality 
may carry him? 

Mrs. Sul. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you: But here comes the Count, vaniſh. 

; [ Exit Dorinda. 


Enter Count Bellair. 
Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not 
at Church this Afternoon? 

Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere 
at all, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven 
that are guilty of ſo much killing. 1 
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Mrs. Sul. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes. 

with the Power of killing the Virtue of making a 

Cure, I hope the one may atone for the other. 

Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip 
be as ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the 
Wound — Conſider, Madam, I am doubly a 
Priſoner; firſt to the Arms of your General, then to 
your more conquering Eyes; my firit Chains are ea» 
fie, there a Ranſom may redeem me, but from your 
Feiters | never ſhall get free. 

Mrs. Sul, Alas, Sir! Why ſhou'd vou complain 
to me of your Captivity, who am in Chains my fel! 2 
You know, Sir, that [| am bound, nay, mult be tied 
up in that particular that might give vou caſe: I am 
like you, a Priſoner of War, —of Winder —— 
I have given my Parole of Honour; wou'd you 
break yours to gain your Liberty? 

Count. Mioit certaiuly I wou'd, were Ta rri:wner 
among the Turks; dis is your Calc, you're 4 Slave, 
Madam, Slave to the worſt of Taras; a Huſbind. 

Mrs. Sal. There lies my Foible, I contels; no 
Fortifications, no Courage, Conduct, nor Viguancy, 
can pretend to defend a Place, where the Crueity of 
the Governor forces the Gartiſon to Nutiny. 

Count, And where de Bcicger is refulv'd to die 
before de Place Here will I fix; [Kzeels.] with 
Tears, Vows and Prayers aſſzult your Heart, and ne- 
ver tiſe till you ſurrender; or if | mutt form—Lcy: 
and St. Michael And ſo 1 begin the Attack 

Mrs, Sul. Stand off, Sure he hears me not: 
And I cou'd almoſt wih —he did not— the Fel- 
low makes Love very prettily, [A ſide.] But, Sir, 
why ſhou'd you put ſuch a Value upon my Perſon, 
when you. ſee it ceſpis'd by one that kaows it fe much 
better ? | | 

Count. He knows it not, tho' he poſſeſſes it; if 
he but knew the Value cf the jewel he is Maſter of, 
he wou'd. always wear it next his Heart, and ſleag 
with it in his Arms, | 
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1 Mrs. Sul. But fince he throws me unregarded from 
im. | 
Count. And one that knows your Value well, 
comes by, and takes you up, is it not Juſtice ? 
[ Goes to lay hold of her. 


Fnter Sallen with his Sword drawn. 

Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. 

Mrs. Smt. | Preſenting a Piſtol 1.8 you hold? 

Sul. What! Murther your Huſband, to defend 
your Bully ? 

Mrs. Sul. Bully! For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies 
mear long Swords, the Gentleman has none; he's a 
Priſoner, you know—l was aware of your Outrage, 
and prepar'd this to receive your Violence; and, if 
occaſion were, to- preſerve my ſelf againſt the Force 
of this other Gentleman. 

Cours. O Madam, your Eyes be better Fire Arms 
than your Piſtol, they never miſs. 

Sul. What! court my Wife to my Face! 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sallen, put up, ſufpend your 
Fury for a Minute. 

Sal. To give time to invent an Excuſe.. 

Mrs. Sul. I need none. 

Sul. No, for 1 heard every Syllable of your Diſ- 
courſe. 

Count. Ay! And begar, I tink de Dialogue was 
vera pretty. 

Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard fome- 
thing of your own Barbarity ? 

Sul. Barbarity ; Ooons what does the Woman call 
Barbarity? Do I ever meddle with you? 

Mrs. Sal. No. 

Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count, Ah, begar, ſo muſt I. 

Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger 
proceeds from any Concern | have for your Honour, 
but for my own; and if you can contrive any way 
of being a Whore without making me à Cuckold, 
40 it and welcome, Wy 
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Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly, you wou'd al- 
low me the Sin but rob me of the Pleaſure==No, no, 
Im refolv'd never to venture upon the Crime with- 
out the Satisfaction of ſeeing you puniſh'd for't. 

Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let 
any Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frexchmaz, 
for | mortally hate his whole Generation. (Exit. 

Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, I 
love ſome of yours; Madam [| Approaching her, 

Mis. Sul. No, Sir—— 

Count. No, Sir !\————- Garzoon, Madam, I am 
not your Huſband. 

Mrs, Sul. Tis time to undeceive you, Sir 
I believ'd your Addrefſes to me were no more than 
an Amuſement, and I hope you will think the ſame 
of my Complaiſance; and to convince you that you 
ought, you muſt know, that I brought you hither 
only to make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right 
with my Huſband, for he was planted to liſten by my 
Appointment. 

Count. By your Appointment ? 

Mrs. Sal. Certainly. 

Count. And ſo, Madam, while I was telling twen- 
ty Stories to part you from my Hufband, begar, I 
was bringing you together all the while. 

Mrs. Sul. I aſk your Pardon, Sir, but I hope this will 
give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, 
but Garzoon, your Honeſte be vera little. 


nter Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 

Count. Angry | Fair Dorinda [Sings Dorinda be 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda.] Madam, when 
your Ladyſhip wants a Fool, ſend for me, Fair Do- 
rinda Revenge, &c. [ Exit, 

Mrs. Sal. There goes the true Humour of his Na- 
tion, Refentment with good Manners, and the height 
of Anger in a Song _— Well, Siſter, you mult” be 
Judge, for. you have heard the Trial. - 

or. 
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Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 
Mrs. Sal. But | mult bear the Puniſhment——_—— 
"Tis hard, Siſter. 

Dor. | own it Hut you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience ! The Cant of Cuſtom Pro- 
vidence ſends no Evil without a Remedy — ſhou'd I 
lie groaning under a Yoak | can ſhake off, I were ac- 
ceſſary to my Ruin, and my Patience were no bet- 
ter than ſelf- Murther. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke———_ 

Your Diviſions don't come w:thin the Reach of the 
Law, for a Divorce. 

Mrs. Sl. Law! What Law can ſearch into the 
remote Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove 
the unaccouatable Diſaffections of Wedlock : Can 
a Jury ſum up the endleſs Averſions that are rooted 
in our Sculs, or can a Bench give Judgment upun 
Antipathies? 

Dor. They never pretended, 
meddle, but in caſe ot Uncleannets. 

Mrs. Sal. Uncleanneſs! O Siſter! Caſual Violati- 
on is a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repaird, 
but can radical Hatreds be ever reconcil'd ? No, 
no, Sitter, Nature is the firſt Law-giver, and when 
ſhe has ſet Tempers oppoſite, not all the golden Links 
of Wedlock, nor Iron Manacles of Law can keep 
em fall, 


Siſter, they never 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be, 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 
The Fire, the Water, Farth and Air we know, 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow: 

Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 
Be doom d in endleſs Diſcord to repine? 


No, 
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No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that ſurmiſe ; 
Ommipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


AGF IF, 
SCENE continues. 


Euler Mrs. Sullen. 


Mrs. Sl. TIERE I born an humble Tart, where 

I Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there Il mult fit contented— — gut in Ezgland, a 
Countrey whole Women are its Glory, muſt Wo- 
men be abus'd? Where Women rule, muſt Women 
be enſlavd? Nay, cheated into Slavery? mock'd 
by a Promiſe of comfortable Society into a Wilder- 
neſs of Solitude? [ dare not keep the Thought 
about me O! here comes ſomething to divert 
me . 


Enter a Countrey Woman. 

Wom. I come, a'n't pleaſe your Ladyſhip; youre 
my Lady Bountiſul, a'n't ye? 

Mrs. Sal. Well, good Woman, go on. 

Wom, I come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure 
for my Huſband's ſore Leg. | 
Mrs. Sul. Your Huſband ! What, Woman, cure 

your Huſband ! 

Wom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let 
him ſtir from home. 

Mrs. Sal. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
Reaſon. Weil, good Woman, 1'!! tell you what you 
muſt do Lou mult lay your Huſband's Leg upon 2 

5 . | 4 5 Table, 
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Table, and with a Chopping-Knife you muſt lay it 
open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out 
the Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rowling- 
pin, then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and Gin- 
ger, ſome Sweet- Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then 
roll it up like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for 
two Hours. 

Wom, Heaven reward your Ladyſhip I have 
two little Babies too that are pitious bad with the 
Graips, a'n't pleaſe ye. 

Mrs. Sul. Put a little Pepper. and Salt in their Bel- 
lies, good Woman. [Enter Lady — I beg 
your Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out 
of your Hands, I have been a tampering here a little 
with one of your Patients. 

L. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this 
mad Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I 
ſuppoſe What wou'd you have, Woman ? 

Mrs. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Huſband's 
ſore Leg. 

L. Boun. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody? 

Wom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort 
of Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of La- 
zineſs in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and 
then it ſwell'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it 
broke out again, and then it feſter'd, and then it 
grew better, and then it grew worſe again. 

Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. 

L Boun. How can you be merry with the Miſ- 
fortunes of other People? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 

L. Boun. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daugh- 
we ; your own Misfoxtunes ſhould teach you to. pity- 
others. 


Mrs. Sal. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine 


are nothing alike; her Huſband is fick, and mine, 
alas! is in Health. 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh your Huſband: 
fick 2 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore Leg. of all things; 


L. Beun. 
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L. Boun. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, 
get your Belly full of Victuals, then I'll give you a 
Receipt of Diet-drink for your Huſband But 
d'ye hear, Goody, you muſt not let your Huſband 
move too much, 

Wom. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. Exit. 

L. Bown. Weil, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, 
I have done Miracles about the Countrey here with 
my Receipts. 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body ; but | believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther toward the Miracle than your Preſcription. 

L. Boun. Fancy helps in ſome caſes; but there's 

our Huſband, who has as little Fancy as any body, 

brought him from Death's Door, 

Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Ais's Milk. 


Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 


Enter Archer running. 

Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful : 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three? 

L. Boun. I am. 

Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's 
Charity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, 
have drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's 
Help in behalf of my unfortunate Mafter, who is this 
Moment breathing his laſt. 

L. Boun. Your Miſter! where is he? 

Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Ap- 
pearance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, 
and walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the 
Court-Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort 
- I know not what, but down he fell, and there he 
ICS, 


L. Boun, 
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L. Bean. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my ea- 
fie Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and 
bring him 1n quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
charitible AR. 

L. Boun. ls your maſter us'd to theſe Fits? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently—l have known 
him have five or ſix of a Night. 

L. Boun. What's his Name? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's 
Care or Neglect may fave or deſtroy his Life. 

L. Boun. Ah, pcor Gentleman; come, Friend, 
ſhew me the way; Lil ſee him brought in my ſelf. 

Lit with Archer, 

Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about itrangely, 
I can hardly forbear running to his Affi tance. 

Mrs. Sul, And ll lay my Life, he deſerves your 
Aſſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you 
that my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you ? 
Love's his Diſtemper, and- you mult he the Phyſi ian; 
put on all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into 
your Eyes, plant the whole Artillery of your Looks 
againſt his Breaſt, and down with him. 

Dor. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall 
be afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, 
and hurt my ſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot be- 
fore you, if you will. 

Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your 
Mark fo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being 
inſtructed by you. 


Enter Aimwell in @ Chair, carry'd by Archer and 
Scrub, Lady Bountitu!, Gipley. Aimewell coun- 
terfeiting a Stuoon. | 
L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops 

Gipſey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very 

ſtrong.—hleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 


Arch, 
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Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why 
don't you help us Pray, Madam, | To Dorinda. 
rake his Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt 
hold his Head. [ Dorinda takes his Hand, 

Dor. Poor Gentleman Oh he has got my 
Hand w:thin his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 

L. Bown. 'Tis the Violence of his Convu.ſion, 
Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
Caſes — heil bite you 1t you don't have a 
care. 

Dor. Oh, my Hand, my Hand. 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl? 
I have got this Hand open you lee with great deal 
of eaie. 

Arch. Ay, but, M:dam, your Daughter's Hand 
is ſomewhat waiiner then your Lacyſhip's, and the 
Heat of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Sal. | find, Friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſort of Fits. 

Arch "T's no wonder, Madam, for I'm often 
troubled with them my ſelt; 1 find my ſelf extream- 


ly ill at this Minute. [ Lookeng hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. | Aſide.) I fanſy 1 cou'd find a way to 
cure you. 


L. Boun His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, — Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breaſt and give him Air. 

L. Boun. Where did his lIlnefs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. To Day at Church, Madam. 

L. Boun In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady He was of a 
ſudden rouch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at 
the fiſt, he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether 
'twas Pain or Pleaſure, 

L. Boun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 

Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to his 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it; there form'd it ſo 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- 
lours, that his tranſported Appetite ſciz d the fair — 

an 
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and ſtraight convey d it to his Heart, That hoſpita- 
ble Seat of Lite ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to 
meet it, and open'd all its ſluicy Gates to take the 
Stranger in. 

L. Boun. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a 
Bottle to ſmell to——Oh !——he recovers the 
Lavender Water—ſome Feathers to burn under his 
Noſe —— Hungary Water to rub his Temples—— 
O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, hem 
——zipſey, bring the Cordial- Water. 

[Aimwell ſeems to awake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you Sir? 

Aim. Where am 1? [ Riſing, 

Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph of ſilent Death, 

And now I land on the EI ian Shore 

Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 

Fair Proſerpine——let me adore thy bright Divinity: 

Kneels to Dorinda, and Kiſſes her Hand. 
__ Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the Fit wou'd 
en 

Aim. Eurydice perhaps 

How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his Word, 

And not look back upon thee ; 

No Treaſure but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 

To look one Minute off thee. 

L. Bown. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 

Arch. Very Delirious, Madam, very Delirious, 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 

Ho. Yes, my Lord How do's your Lord- 
ip? | | 

L. Boxn. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 

Aim. Where am I? 

Arch. In very good Hands, Sir——You were ta- 
ken juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the 
Trees, juſt by this good Lady's Houſe ; her Ladylhip 
had you taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you 
to your ſelf, as you ſee— 

Aim. | am ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, 
that I can now only beg Pardon And refer my 


Acknowledgments for your Lady ſhip's Care, till an 
Oppor- 


ſ 
1 
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Opportunity offers of making ſome amends——T dare 
be no longer troubleſome—— Martin, give two Gui- 


neas to the Servants. | Going. 


Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon in- 
to the Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were per- 
fectly recover'd. 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhew, 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 
Imeſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
my Grave. 

Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeve- 
ral in your Diſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's 
Phyſick. 

L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been tel- 
ling me, that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the 
Air Your good Manners ſha'n't get the better of 
ours——Y ou ſhall fit down again, Sir: Come, 
Sir, we don't mind Ceremonies in the Countrey— 
Here, Sir, my Service t'ye —— You ſhall taſte my 
Water; 'tis a Cordial I can afſure you, and of my 
own making Drink it off, Sir: [ Aimwell drinks. ] 
And how d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir? 

Aim. Somewhat better—tho' very faint till. 

L. Bown. Ay, ay, People are always faint after 
theſe Fits —Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gen- 
tleman the Houſe; 'tis but an old Family-Building, 
Sir; but you had better walk about, and cool by de- 
grees, than venture immediately into the Air—You'll 
find ſome tolerable Pictures Dorinda, ſhew the 
Gentlemen the way. [Exit.] I muſt go to the poor 
Woman below. 

Dor. This way, Sir. 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
wait on you, for he underitands Pictures very well. 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as 
he does Pictures, ſo he may come along. 

[Ex, Dor, Mrs, Sull. Aim, Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 


Enter 


#4 The Beaux Stratagem. 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 

Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. 

F Scrub. Sir, I won't be fav'd your way——1 hate 
a Prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defie the Devil— 
Sir, I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of 
my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in 
Politicks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gip/ey, 
Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's 
dead two Months ago, Sir. 


Fnter Gipſey. 

Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare yon talk 
ſo ſaucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; 
for the common People of England are not ſo civil to 
Strangers, aa — 

Scrub. Youlye, you lye;:— — tis the common 
People that are civileſt to Strangers. 

Gip. Sir, I have a good mind to 
out, I fay. 

Scrub. I won't. 

Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce-box———Pray, Doctor, 
what is the Captain's Name that came to your Inn 
laſt Night? | 

Scrub, The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe 
hampers me again; — the Captain has me on one 
fide, and the Prieſt on t'other :—-$o between the 
Gown and Sword, I have a fine time On't,—-— 
But, Cedant Arma toge. [ Going. 

Gib, What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march ? 

Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo'n't march — but II 
walk:— And I'll make bold to liſten a little too. 

[ Goes behind the Side- Scene and liſtens, 
. Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barba- 
rouſly treated, that's the truth on't, 

Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, 
his Complainings would mollific the Marrow 1n your 


Bones, and move the Bowels of your Commilera- 
: tion ; 


-Get you 
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tion; he veeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he 
ſwears, and he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings: 


In concluſion, Joy, he's afflicted, a la Franpois, and 


a Stranger wou'd not know whider to cry, or to 
laugh with him. 

Gib. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 

Foig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in 
Mrs. Sullen's Cloſer, when it is dark. 

Gib. Nothing! ls that nothing? It wou'd be both 
a Sin and a Shame, Doctor, 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your 
r and I will give you an Abſolution for the 

in. 

Gib. But wo'n't that Money look like a Bribe? 

Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it.—If you 
receive the Money before hand, 'twill be Logice, a 
Bribe ; but if you ſtay till afterwards, twill be only 
a Gratification. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logic. 
what muſt | do with my Conſcience, vir? 

Foig. Leave dat vid me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, 
Gra; and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 

Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſat— 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in 
a Cloſhet? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 

Grp. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Cham- 
ber and go to Bed? 

, Foig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, 
oy: ä ' 

Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

Foig. Vel den the Parties muſt be reſponſa- 
ble. Do you be gone after putting the Count 
in the Cloſet; and leave the Shins wid themſelve 
I will come with the Count, to inſtruct you in your 
Chamber. 

Gip. Vell, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure—— 
Methinks I'm ſo eaſie after an Abſolution, and can 
fin afreſh with ſo much Security, that I'm reſolv'd to 
die a Martyr to't.—— Here's the Key of the Garden- 
door ; come in the back-way, when tis er 
| 8 


But 
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be ready to receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſ- 
per, only take hold of my Hand; I'll lead you, and 
do you lead the Count, and follow me, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Scrub, 

Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps 
of the Devil been a hatching here? There's twen- 
ty Lewidores ; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe: But I 
muſt give room to my Betters. 


Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making Love in 
dumb Shew—— Mrs. Sull. and Archer. 

Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, [To Archer.) how d'ye like 
that Piece ? 

Arch. O, tis Leda You find, Madam, how 
Jupiter comes diſguis'd to make Love 

Mrs: Sul. But what think you there of Alexander's 
Battels ? | 

Arch. We want only a Te Brun, Madam, to draw 
greater Battels, and a greater general of our own.— 
The Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure 
in a Picture than the Granicus; and we have our Ra- 
melies to match their Arbela. 

Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the 
Corner there? 

Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 

Mrs. Sal. What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, [ Bowang.]» 
His Misfortune touches me. 

Mrs. Sal. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours ? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark. 
was too much a Gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him? 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mrs. Sal. How d'ye like that Venus over the 
Chimney? 

Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Madam, I took it forf g 
your Picture; but now I look again, tis not hand- 
ſome enough, 


M 
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Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you 
wou'd ſee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet 
— How d'ye like it? 

Arch. | muft admire any thing, Madam, that has 
the leaſt Reſemblance of you—— Bur, methinks, Ma- 
dam [He looks at the Picture and Mrs Sullen three 
or four times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who dicw it ? 

Mrs. Sul. A famous Hand, Sir. 

[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of. 

Arch. A famous Hand, Madam: Your Eyes, 
indeed, are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling 
Moiſture, ſhining Flu d, in which they ſwim ? The 
Picture, indeed, has your Dimples; but where's the 
Swarm of killing C«pids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? 
The Lips too are figur'd out: but where's the Carna- 
tion Dew, the pouting Ripenels that tempts the Taſte 
in the Original ? 

Mis. out. Had it been my Lot to have match'd 
with ſuch a Man! [ Afode. 

Arch. Your Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man! what! 
paint Heaven! Apropo, Madam, in the very next Pi- 
Rure is Salmonews, that was ſtruck dead with Light- 
ning, for offering to imitate Jove's Thunder; I hope 
you ſerv'd the Painter ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Sul. Had my Eyes -the Power of Thunder, 
they ſhou'd employ their Lightning better. 

Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Ma- 
dam; I ſuppoſe tis your Lady ſhip's Bed- Chamber? 

Mrs. Sal. And what then, Sir? 

Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever 1 
ſaw can't, at this diſtance, Madam, diſtin- 
guiſh the Figures of the Embroidery : Will you give 
me leave, Madam ? ; 

Mrs. Sal. The Devil take his Impudence — Sure, 
if I gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it— 
1 have 2 great mind to try. [ Going, Retwrns.] 
'Sdeath, what am I doing ?——And alone too 
Siſter, Siſter. | Rims ent. 

Arch, In follow her cloſe—— 


ö Cc For 
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For where a French-man durſt attempt to florm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the Work perform. [ Going, 


| Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. Martm, Brother Martin. 

Arch. O Brother Scrub, 1 beg your Pardon, I was 
not a going: Here's a Guinea my Mafter order'd you. 

Scrub. A Guinea; hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! eh 
by this Light it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect 
one and twenty Shillings in change. 

Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gip/ey. 

Scrub, A Guinea for her! Faggot and Fire for the 
Witch. Sir, give me that Guinea, and I'll dif 
cover a Plot. 

Arch. A Plot! 

Scrub, Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot Fitſt, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Se- 
condly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: 
Thirdly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French 
Gold in't: And Fourthlv, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe 
I don't know what to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where there's 
a Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myftery and 
a Riddle This, I know, that here has been the 
DoRor with a Temptation in one hand, and an Ab- 
foiution in the other, and Gipſey has ſold her ſelf to 
the Devil; I ſaw the Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall 
take their Oath on't. 1 

Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Gipſey ? 

Scrub, That's not all; 1 cou'd hear but a Word 
here and there; but I remember they mention'd a 
Count, a Cloſet, a Back-door, and a Key. 

Arch. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. 
Sullen ? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that 
way: but.whether it was Sallen or Dorinda I cou d 
not diſtinguiſh. 5 


1 Arch, 
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Arch. Lou have told this Matter to no body, 
Brother ? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
reſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word pro nor con, till 
we have a Peace. a 

Arch. You're i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
Treaty afoot between the Count and the Lady. — 
The Prieſt and the Chamber- maid are the Plenipo- 
tentiaries It ſhall go hard, but | find a way to 
be included in the Treaty, —- Where's the Doctor, 
now ? 

Scrub, He and Gip/ey are this moment devouring 
my Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet 

Aim. | From without] Martin, Martin “. 

Arch. | come, Sir, | come. 

Scrub. But you forgot the other Guinea, Brother 
Martin. 

Arch. Here | give it with all my Heart, 

Scrub, And I take it with all my Soul. [Exeunt 
ſeverally ] I'cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gipey; 
and if you ſhou'd ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two 
Guineas will buy me off, [E x, 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 

Mrs. Sul. Wel, Siſter. . 

Dor. And well, Siſter, | 

Mrs. Sal. What's beceme of my Lord? 

Dor. What's become of his Servant ? 

Mrs. Sal. Servant! He's a pretticr Fellow, and a 
finer Gentleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter, 

Dor. O' my Conſcience, 1 fanſy you cou'd beg 
that Fellow at the Gallows- foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O' my Conlcience I cou'd, provided I 
cou'd put a Friend of yours in his room ? 

Dor. You deſir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when 
you tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious countrey Gi: 
What doſt mean? You can't think of the Man with- 
out the Bedfellow, I find. : 


Cc Dor, 
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Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that 
Thought; while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh 
and Blood, it maſt conform to the Humours of the 
Company. 

Mrs. Sul. How a little Love and good Company 
Improves a Woman! Why, Child, you begin to 
lire — you never ſpoke before. 

Dor, Becauſe | was never ſpoke to My Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than 
any of my Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man 
is fincere. 

Mrs, Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is 


the Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our dalx 


Bread; and ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man 
there, as much as ſhe that believes him in any thing 
elſe —— But I' lay you a Guinea, that I had finer 
things ſaĩd to me than you had. 

Dor. Done—What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 
Mrs. Sal. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 

Mine. | 

Dor. But my Laver took me for Venus her ſelf. 
Mrs. Sal. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me 
a Venus directly, I ſhou'd bave believ'd him a Foot- 
man in \ earneſt. 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sal. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to me. 
Dor. Mine vow'd to die for mo. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine fwore to die with me. 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine had moving things too. 

Dcr. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 

Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage. © 

Mrs. Sul. O Laird! D'ye call that a moving thing? 

— The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quivet, my dear 
Sifter ;——Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie 
brooding here this even Years, and hatch nothing at 
1aſt, but ſome illnatur'd Clown like yours 
Whereas, if I marry my Lord Aimwell, there will be 

Title, Place and Precedence, the Park, the Play, wo 
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the Drawing Room, Splendor, Equipage, Noiſe, and 
Flambeaux . Hey, my Lady Aimwells Setvagts 
there Lights, Lights to the Staits— My L Ay 
Aim wells Coach, put forward —— Staud by ; make 
room for her Ladyſthip=—Are not theſe moving? 
What! Melancholy of a ſudden ? toy 
Mrs. Sal. Hippy, tappy Siſter ! Your Angel has 
been watchful for your Happineſs, whilt mine his 
flept regardleſs of his Charge—— Long ſmiling Years 
of circling Joys for you, but not one Hour 1 me! 
| k Weepr. 
Dor. Come, my Dear, well talk of ſomething 


Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, | own my ſelf a Woman, 
full of my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, — caſy 
and yielding to ſoft Deſires; a ſpacious Heart where 
Love and all his Train might lodge. And muſt the 
fair Apartment of my Breaſt be made a Stable for a 
Brute to lie ing | 

- Dor. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe. 


_ - Mrs. Sal. Huſband! No. Even Huſband is too 


ſoft a Name for him. — But come, I expect my 
Brother here to Night or to Morrow; he was abroad 
when my Father marry'd me; perhaps he'll find @ 
way to make me eaſy. 

Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy 
in the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Sal. You miſtake me, Siſter— lt happens 
with us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are 
the greateſt Cowards ; and there's a Reaſon for it; 
thoſe Spirits evaporate in Prattle, which might co 
more Miſchief if they took another Courſe — Tho'. 
to confeſs the Truth, I do love that Fellow. And 
if I met him dreſt as he ſhould be, and | undreſt as J 
ſhou'd be - Look'e, Siſter, | have no ſupernatural 
Gifts; I can't ſwear | cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, 
— ho" I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's 
as much as the beſt of us can do. 

b [Excunt Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Ce3 - Enter 
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Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good Mo- 
therly old Gentlewoman. 
Aim. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young 
bone 'Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. | 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. 

Aim. | can't ſtop; for I love her to Diſtraction. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth be- 
yor4 Dycretion, you muſt go no farther, 

Aim, Well, well, any thing to deliver us from 
{auntering zway our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's 
or Will's, and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards; becauſe our impotent Pockets 
can't afford us a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Cox- 
comb for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not 
pretend to our ſhare of the K we 
can't pay our Club o'th' Reckoning. — Damn it, I 
had rather ſpunge upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh 
of Bohee ſcoi'd behind the Door. | 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talk- 
ing Criticiſms, as we ſhould our want of Money by 
railing at the Government. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, 
and between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play; 
and becauſe we ha'n't Money to fee the other three, 
we come away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks—had 
we our liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance. 
But now = — | 

Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this 
Strike whiie the Iron 1s hot This Prieſt is the 
luckieſt part of our Adventure; He ſhall marry 
you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But | ſhou'd not like a Woman that can be 
fo fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch, Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady 
may be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded, 

. | Huſband, 
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Huſband, and her Revenge may carry her farther 
than her Love] gad, I have fo good an Opinion 
of her, and of my ſelf, that I begin to fanſy ſtrange 
things; and we mult ſay this for the Honour of our 
Women, and indeed of our ſelves, that they do flick 
to their Men, as they do to their Magna Crarta.— 

If the Plot lies as I {uſpet, -——— I muſt put on the 
Gentlemar. But here comes the Doctor: I (hill 
be ready. | Exit. 


Enter Foigarc, 
Foig. Sauve you, noble Friend. 

Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may ! 
era ve your Name? 

Foige Fat Naam is upon me? My Name is Foig ar, 
Joy. 

Aim. Foigard! A very good Name for a Clergy- 
man: Pray, Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Fe- 
land ? | 

Foig. Ireland! No, Joy :——PFat ſort of Plaace is 
dat ſaam Ireland? Dey ſay de People are catch'd dere 
when dey are young. 

Aim. And ſome of em when they're old; —as for 
Example. [ Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, [ ac- 
reſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government; you're 
a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhew'd me a 
Commiſſion, by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in the 
French Army : This is Death by our Law, and your 
Reverence muſt hang for't. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange 
News you tell me, Fader Fozgard a Subject of Eng- 
land! de Son of a Burgemaſter of Bruſſels a Subject 
of England! Ubooboo 

Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, 
pour Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in- 
the Kingdom. 

Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy ? 

Aim. That's enough, 

Foig. No, no, Joy, tor 1 will never ſpake Englif 
no more. 


ST Aim. 


1 
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Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence—Here, Martin, 
you know this Fellow. 


1 4. Enter Archer. 

Arch. | In a Braga] Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, 
how does your Health? ; 

Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoule dere is my Countrey- 
man, and his Brogue will hang mine. [Aſide.] Myn- 
here, Ich wet neat watt hey zacht, Ick Univerſlon ewe 
neat, ſacramant. 


Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this 


— knows your Perfon, and will ſwear to your 
ace, 

Faaſh! Fey, is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſt 
doo 5 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dereiſh, Joy — But, 
Cuſſen Mackſhane, vil you not put a Remembrance 
upon me. | 

Foig. Mackſhane ! By St. Paatrick, dat iſh my Naame 
Hure enough, [ 4ſode, 

Aim. | tanſy, Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy,——By fat Ac- 
quaintance are you my Cuſſen? 

Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you 
know we were little Boys togeder upon de School, 
and your Fofter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon my 
Nurſe's Chifter, Joy, and fo we are 1r:þþ Cuſſens. 

Foig. De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and 
fat School was it ? 

Arch. | tink it vag——— ay, —— twas Tipperary. 

Foig. No, no, Joy; it was Kilkenny. 

Aim, That's enough for us Self- Confeſſion 
— Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands 
of the next Magiſtrate. | 

Arch, He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next 
Aſſizes, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 
Areb. And is it fo wid yon, Cuſſen? 

Arch. It vil be ſno wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't 


immediately confeſs the Secret between you oo 
4 
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Mrs. Gipſey — Look 'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Se- 
cret,. take your Choice. 

Foig. The Gallows! Upon my Shoul I hate that 
ſhame Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our 
Family Vel, den, dere is nothing, Shentlemens,. 
bat Mrs. Sallen wou'd ſpaak wid the Count in her 
Chamber at Midnight, and dere is no harm, JOY, for 
Lam to conduct the Count to the Plaſh my ſhelf 

Arch. As | gueſsd——Have you communicated 
the Matter to the. Count 2. 

Foig. | have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right agen; why then, Doctor; you 
ſhall conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 

Foig. Fatmy Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shoul, 
gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have got 
a Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll ftop your Wind-Pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall 
have another Jobb for you in a Day or two, I hope. 


Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's into 


my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. 
Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſcu, come along. ( Excunt. 


. Bonniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Door, 
Gibbet at the oppoſpre. 
Gib. Well, Gentlemen, ks, a fine Night for our 
Enterprize.. 
Houmſ, Dark as Hell. 
Beg. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here: 


has ſhew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, 


and tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cub- 
board in the Parlour. 


Bon.” Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhot, as the Saying is, Knives 
and Forks, and Cups and Cans, and Tumblers and- 


Tankards—— There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, 
that's near upon as big as me, it was a Prefent to the 


Squire. from his Godmother, and ſmells of Nutmeg ' 


and Toaſt, like an Eaft- dia Ship. 


* Then you lay we muſt divide zt the Stair-- 
Ce x Bon, 
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Bon, Yes, Mr. hanſlow, as the Saying is— ft 
one end of that Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and 
her Daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sllon.— As 
for the Squire 

Gib. He's fate enough, | have fairly enter'd him, 
and he's more than haf Seas over already But 
uch a Parcel of Scoundrels are got about him now, 
hat, I gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Com- 
P2NYF. 

Bon, Tis now Twelve, 25 the Saying is 
emen, you mult ſet out at One. 

Si. Hounſlow, do you and Barſhot "og our Arms. 
Ax d, and Vil come to you preſently. 

Howunj. and Bar. We will. [ Fxeunt. 

Gib. Well, wy dear Bonny, you affure me that 
*:ru6 is a Coward. 

Bon, A Chicken, as the Saying is——You'll have 
go Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 

Gib. And I can afſure you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of Addreſs.and good Manners in robbing a Lady ;. 
am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travel- 
led the Road: Bur, my. dear Bonny, this Prize 
will be a Galleon, a Vigo Buſineſs -—l warrant you: 
we ſhall bring off three or four thouſand Pound. 

Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Saying is, 
you may. 

Gib. Why then, Tybarn, I defte thee; I'll get up 
'0 Town, ſell of my Horſe and Arms, buy my ſelf 
:ome pretty Employment in the Houſhold, and be ag 
mug and as honeſt as any Courtier of em all. 

Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter 
Cherry for a Wife? 

Gib. Look'e, my dear Bouny——Cherry is the God- 
deſ I adore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, 
that Man and Wife ſhould never have it in their 
Power to hang one another; for if they ſhou'd, the 
Lord haye mercy on 'em both, | [Exenne, 


Ths End of the Fourth ACT. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE continues. Knocking without: 


Enter Bonniface. | 

Bon Oming, coming——A Coach and fix foam- 

ing Horſes at this time of Night! Some 

great Man, as the Saying is, for he ſcorus to travel 
with other People. 


| Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 
Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A publick Houſe, and a 


Bon. Sir, IL a'n't a Bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir Ch. Is Mr. Sallen's Family a Bed, think'e 2 

Bon. A!l but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Say- 
ing is, he's in the Houſe. 

Sir Ch. What Company has he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage 
the Exciſeman, the Hunch-back'd Barber, and two 
or three other Gentlemen. 

Sir CH. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true 
Picture of her Spouſe. 


Enter Sullen drunk, 
Boz. Sir, here's the Squire. 
Sul. The Puppies left me aſleep Sir. 
Sir Ch. Well, Sir. | 
Sul. Sir, I am unfortunate Man——] have three 
thoutand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to 


Sir CH. That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir, And unleſs you have pity upon 
me, and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I mutt een go 
home to my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil 
by halt. 

Sir Ch But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't ſee your 
Wife to Night, (he'll be gone to Bed——you don't: 
ale. to lie with your Wife in that Pickle ? 

ES Ja“. 


Sal What! not lie with my Wife! Way, Sir, db» 
you. take me for aw Atheilt or a Rake? 

Sir Cb. If you. ate her; | Sit, 1 think. you. had bet- 
ter lie from her. 

- Suk l think ſo too, Friend——But I am a Juſtice- 
of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 

Sir Ch. Law? as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body 
obſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the gaod of 
Moſe for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend vou to Goal, 
ou muſt lie there, my Friend. 


Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 


Suk A Crime © Ovns, ant L marry'd 2 
Sir CH. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, 


you, muſt diſown ir for a Law. 


Sul. Elt!—-[ muſt be acquainted: with you, Sir, 


But, Sir, } ſhou'd be very glad to know the truth 
of this Matter. 

Sir ci. Truth, Sir, is profound Ses, few 
there be that dare wade deep enough to find out the 
bottom on't. Befides, Sir, I'm atraid the Line of 
your Underſtanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your 
Sea of Truth, but if a good Parcel of Land can en- 
title a Man to a little Truth, I have as much as any 
He in the Countrey. 


Bon. I neyer heard. your Worſhip, as the Saying i is, 


talk fo much before. 


Sal. Becauſe I neyer met with a- Man that I lik d 


before. 
Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me aſk you 
one Queſtion; Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh? - 


Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 


Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe But ratio- 
nal Creatures have Minds that muſt be unit ed. 


Sul. Minds! 
Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't yon think that the 


Mind takes place of the Body ?. 
Sul. In ſome People. 


4 Sir 


A a 


HH 


S 


The Braun Sirttagem. *69 
Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be 
conſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to MOrrowro__ 
Ocnz, [ always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, | know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becaule they love one znother, kiſs one ano- 
ther, help one another in all the Actions of Life; but 
L cou d not ſay ſo much if they were always at Cuffs, 

Sul. Then tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir > 

Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to morrow Morning, and 
a Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. 

Sir Ch; You'll let me have her Fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel at her 
Fortunc——l way hate the Woman, Sir, and none 
but the Woman {hall go. 

Sir Ch, But her Fortune, Sir— - 

Sul. Can you play at Whiſk, Sir? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at All fours 2 

Sir Ch. Neither. | 

Sul. Oons! where was this Man bred 2 [Af] 
Burn me, Sir, I can't go home, tis but Two a Clock. 

Sir Ch, For half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe——— 
But you muſt confider tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the Reaſon-I-can't go to Bed 
Come, Sir [ Exennt; 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at 

Aimwelts Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in bis 

Night- Cap and Gown. 

Aim. What's the matter? You: tremble, Child; 
you're frighted! | 

Cher. No wonder, Sit But in ſhort, Sir, this 
very Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my 
Lady Bowntiful!'s Houſe; . 

Aim. How! 

Cher, I dogg'd em to the very Door, and left em 
breaking in.. Es TE 
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Mins: Have you. alarm'd any body elſe with the 
News? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to a have diſcover'd 
the whole Plot, and twenty other things, to your 
Man Martin; but | have ſearch'd the whole Houle, 
and can't find him ; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, Child; will you guide me im- 
mediately to the Houſe ? 

Cher. With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Beuntiful 
is my Godmather, and | love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well— 

Aim. Dorinda! The Name inſpires me, the Glory 
and the Danger ſhall be all my own——Come, my 
Life, let me but get my Sword. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Bed Chamber in Lady Boun- 
tiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sul. Dor. undreſs'd, 4 Table and Lights. 

Dor. 'Tis very late, Silter, no News of your 
Spouſe yet? 

Mrs. Sal. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
wards four, and then perhaps I may be executed 
with his Company. 

Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſt ; 
you'll go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sal. I don't know what to do; hey-ho 

Dor. That's a deſiting Sigh, Siſter, 

Mrs. Sal. This is a languilhing Hour, Siſter. . 

Nor. And might prove a critical Minute if the 
pretty Fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul. Here! what in my Bed- chamber, at two 
2 Clock i'th' Morning, I undteſs'd, the Family aſleep, 
my hated Huſband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at 
my Feet———O gad, Sitter. 

Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them 1 allow 
you —-5e, my Dear, good Night. [ Exit, 

Mrs. Sul. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful gay and burning Bride- 
groom, | Here. Archer fleals out of the Cloſet ] with 


Tongus 
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Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees im- 
ploring. ¶ Turn 4 little o one ſide, and ſees Archer in 
the Poſture ſhe deſcribes.] Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to 
the other ſide of the Stage.) Have my Thoughts rais'd 
a Spirit ?=-What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch, A Man, a Man, Madam. [ Riſong, 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhall | be ſure of it? | 

Arch, Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration thig 
Minute. [ Takes her Hand, 

Mrs. Sal. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe ? 

Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 

Arch. From the Skies, Madam I'm a Jups- 
ter in Love, and you ſhall be my Afcmena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in ? 

Arch. | flew in at the Window, Madam; your 
Couſin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter 
Venus open'd the Caſement. | 

Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And with wonder. | Looks paſſionately at her, 

Mrs. Sul. What will become of me? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks! The teeming 
jolly Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face, and when 
the was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look d 
on Lillie 


Lillies wnfold their white, their fragrant Charms. 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 


[ Runs 10 her. 

Mrs. Sul. Ah! [ Shrieks.] | 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
raiſe the Houſe. 5 

Mrs. Sal. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear 
this.— What! Approach me with the Freedoms of a. 
Keeper! I'm gladon't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch, If this be Impudence, | Kneets.] | leave to 
your partial ſelf; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, 
painful Voyage, e er bow'd before his Saint with more 
Devotion. | 
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[ 4fede.) Riſe hou'Yreliiite Ingineer, not all thy un? 
dermining Skill all reach my Heart —Riſe, and 
know | am-a Woman without my Sex; I can love 
to all the tenderneſs of Wiſhes, Sighs and Tears—- 
But go no farther——$till to convince you that I'm 
more than Woman, I can ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs 
my Weakneſs even for-yOu-nmom—Buto—— 

Arch. For me! © _ [Going 10 lay bold on her. 
| Mrs. Sal. Hold, Sir, build not upon that — for 
my moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you-diſobey what 
I command you-now-—lcave me this Minute 
If he denies I'm loſt, [4 fide. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

Mrs. Sal. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? . 

Mrs. Sal. To morrow, when you win. 

- Arch. Your Lips mult ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sal. Pihaw ! 

Arch. They maſt, they muſt, [Xifſes her.) Rap- 
tutes and Paradiſe ! And why not now, my Angel? 
The Time, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all con- 
fpire—-—And the now conſcious Stars have pre- or- 
dain'd this Moment for my Happineſs. 

{Takes her in his Arm, 

Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. + 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not 
Martals of tomorrow's dawn, this Night —_ crown 
my Joys. | 

Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. | 

Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. * 

Mrs. S ul. You ſhall kill me firſt, 


Arch. Il die with you. [ Carrying her of 


Mrs, Sal. Thieves, Thieves, Murther 


+ 
_ Enter Scrub in his Breeches, and one Shoe. 
Seruh, Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery. 
Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ting-time. [ Draws and offers to ſtab Scrub. 
Scrub, | Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ** all 1 have, 
2nd. take my; ws 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. ¶ Holding Archer: — What does 
the Fellow mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, dow upon your Knees, your 
Marrow-bones——he's one of them. 

Arch. Of whom? 

Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pardon, 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke 
into the Houſe. 

Arch. How! 

Mrs. Sal | hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch, Indeed | did, Madam, but I wou'd have 
taken nothing but what you might ha“ ſpar'd ; but 
your crying Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, 
and ſo takes em for granted, 

Scrub. Granted ! tis granted Sir; take all we have, 

Mrs. Sal. The Fellow looks as if he were broke 
out of Bedlam. 

Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the 
Houſe with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, 
they'll be here this Minute. 

1 What, Thieves ! 

Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think ſo. 

Mrs. Sul. — 4 ke, * 3 

Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a 

Mrs. Sal. Will you moat & me? — * 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you 
command me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your 
immortal Hatred. 

Mrs. Sal. Nay, but pray, Sir 


[Takes hold of bin. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be ra- 
viſh'd—Yowu ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men 
one way or other; but take this by the way, good. 
Madam, that none but a Fool will give you the be- 
nefit of his Courage, unleſs you'll take his Love 2. 
long with it How are they arm d, Friend? 

Scrub. With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. 

Arch. Huſh!——1 fee 2 dark Lanthern coming 
thro' the Gallery—— Madam, be aſſur' d I will pro- 
1 you, or loſe my Life. 


— 
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Mrs. Sul. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, 
Sir, let me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, 
for the ſake of yours; I'll work by Stratagem: Have 
you Courage enough to ſtand the appearance of 'em ? 


. Mrs. Sul, Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcaped your Hands, 


I can face any thing. 
Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; Don't you 
know me? 
Scrub. Eh ! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee. 
[ Kiſſes Archer. 
Arch, This Way———— Here | 
[Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet, with a dark Lantern in oze Hand, and 
a Piſtol in tot ber. 
Gib. Ay, ay. this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
. Mrs. Sal. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you 
have? D'ye come to rob me? 

Gib. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
Younger Brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, [I'll ſhoot you through the Head: But 
don't be afraid, Madam, | Laying his Lantern and 
Piſtol upon the Table] Theſe Rings, Madam; don't 
be concern'd, Madam; | have a profound Reſpect 
for you, Midam; your Keys, Madam; don't be 
frighte4, Madam, I'm the moſt of a Gentleman: 
[Searching her Packers.) This Necklace, Madam; 
I never was rude to any Lady !——l have a Vene- 
ration for this Necklace Here Archer having 
come round, and ſeix d the Piſtols, takes Gibbet by the 
Collar, trips up his Heels, and claps the Piſtol to his 
Breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
of thy Sacrilege. | 

Gib. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 

Arch. How many is there of 'em, Scrub ? 

Scrub. Five and. Forty, Sir. 

Arch, Then | muſt kill the Villain, to have him 

the way. G18, 
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Gib. Hold, hold, Sir; we are but three upon my 
Honour. 

Arch. Scrub, Will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub, Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gipſey's Chamber, there you'll find 
the Doctor; bring bim hither preſently. 

[Exit Scrub, running. 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhot Prayer, ſay it. 

G16, Sir, | have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for. us oa theſe 
Occaſions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: — You fright 
me as much as him. 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the 
occaſion of my Diſappointment Sirrah, this 
Moment is your laſt. 

Gib. Sir, 1'll give you Two hundred Pounds to 
ſpare my Life. 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command Four hundred ; but 
I muſt reſerve Two of em to ſave my Life at the 
Seſſions. 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 

Arch. Here, Doctor; | ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage hin: Lay hold ot him, 
Doctor. [Foigard lays hold of Gibbet. 

Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieft already 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; la'n't 
condemn'd yet, | thank ye. 
| Foig. Come, my Pear joy, I vil ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too; | vil make you a good Catho- 
lick, and give you an Abſolution, 

Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor ? 

Foig. No, Joy. 
1 Gib. Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 

evil 

Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind 
him ——Take the Siſta, and if he offers to _ 

OC 
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ſhoot him thro' the Head, ——and come back to us 
with all the ſpeed you can. | 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and I'll guard him. 

Mrs. ga But how came the Doctor ? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam —— | Shriecking without,] 
'Sdeath ! the Rogues are at work with the other 
Ladies :——['m vex'd | parted with the Piſtol ; but 
I muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance Will you ſtay bete, 
Madam, or venture your ſelf with me? 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you 

[Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to _— Atartment in the ſame 
| Hose. 

Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful aud 

Bagſhot haling in Dorinda; the Rogues with 
Swords drawn. | 
Houn. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
| Bag. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentle woman. 
Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 

Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe. [ He engages em both. 

Dor. O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the 
- brave Man! 

L. Benn. There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hall ; but they won't draw. Tl go fetch ene how- 
ever. : | [Exit, 

Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird, 
pray. [They engage Man to Man; the Rogues are 
thrown, and diſarm d. 

Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my Father! I muſt give him timely Notice. 

[ Runs cut. 

Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues? | 

Aim. No, no; we'il bind the. . 

Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter. 

| [To Mrs. Sullen, who ftlands by him. 

Mrs. Sl. TùheDzyu's in this Fellow; he _— 

O Ves 
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loves and banters, all in a breath [Here's a Cord 
that the Rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope 
to hang himſelf Come, my Lord, this 
is but a ſcandalous ſort of an Office, [Binding rhe 
Rogues together.) if our Adventures ſhould end in this 
fort of Hangman-work; but I hope there is ſome- 
thing in proſpet that —— [Enter Scrub.] Well, 
Scrub, have you fecur'd your Tartar ? 

Scrub. Ves, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſput- 
ing about Religion. 

Aim And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the 
Bencfic of the Controverſy. [ Delivers the Priſoners to 

Scrub, who leads 'em out, 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 

Dor. And piay, how came the Gentleman here? 

Mrs. Sal. Il tell you the greateſt piece of Vil- 
lagy — [ They talk in dumb ſhew. 

Aim | fanſy, Archer, you have been more ſuc- 
ceſsful in your Adventures than the Houſe breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
principal. Preſs þer this minute to marry you, 
now while ſhe's hurry'd between the Palpitation 
of her Fear, and the Joy of her Deliverance, now 
while the Tide of her Spirits are at High- flood; 
throw your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantick 
Nonſence or other ;,——addreſs her, like Alexander, 
in the height of his Victory, confound her Senſes, 
bear down her Reaſon, and away with her — 
The Prieſt is now in the Cellar, and dare not refuſe 
to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 

Aim. But how foall 1 get off without being ob- 
ſerv'd? 

Arch. You a Lover! and not find a way to get 
off Let me ſee. | 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do 
... noſe the old Lody and br. 

ullen 
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Sullen about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry 


off Dorinda. 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how 
you wou'd be gratified for the Service 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Complements; I'm wounded, Madam. 

L. Bown. and Mrs. Sal. How! wounded ! 

Dor, | hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 

Aim. None but what you may Cure— 

[ Makes Love in dumb ſhew. 

L. Boun. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir I muſt 
have ſome Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood——O me! 
an ugly Gaſh, upon my word, Sir, you mult go in- 
to Bed. 

Arch, Ay, my Lady, 2 Bed wou'd do very well 
Madam {To Mrs. Sullen.] Will you do me the Fa- 
vour-to conduct me to a Chamber? 

L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, 
Lint, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 

[ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries eff Dorinda. 
another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother's Commands? | 

Mrs. Sal. How can you, after what is paſt, have 
the Confidence to aſk me ? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me ?—— 
Was not this Blood thed in your Defence, and my 
Life expos'd for your Protection? — Locke, Ma- 
dam, I'm none of your Romantic Fools, that fight 
Giants and Monſters for nothing; my Valour is down- 
right Swiſs; I'm a Soldier of Fortune, and mult be 
paid. 


Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 


me with your Services. 
Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward em. 
Mrs. Sul. How ! At the Expence of my Honour. 
Arch. Honour! Can Honour confit with Ingrati- 
tude? If you wou'd deal like a Woman of nn: 
ud eu me © k - * 


while I get the 
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do like a Man of Honour: D'ye think I wou'd deny 
you in ſuch a Caſe ? 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you, 
that your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs. Sal. My Brother! Heaven's be prais' d. 
Sir, he ſhall thank you for your Services; he has is 
in his Power. 

Arch, Who is your Brother, Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Ch. Freeman : You'll excuſe 
me, Sir; | muit go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! 'Sdeath and Hel!!! 
My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aim ell has 
made good ule of his Time, all our fair Machine goes 
ſouze into the Sea, like the Ediſtone. Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 
Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 

Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; 
your late generous Action will, | hope, plead for 
my eaſie yielding; tho' I muſt own, your Lordibip 
had a Friend in the Fort before. 

Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tongue 
— Here, Doctor | 

„ Enter [oigard with a Book, 

Foig. Are you prepar'd boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word — 
I have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my 
own Family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. 
Pray, my Lord, confider a little 

Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my Honour or my 
Love? 

Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally Juſt as 
Brave — And were your whole Sex drawn out for 
me to chuſe, I ſhyu'l not caſt a Look upon the Mul- 

titude if you were abſent—But, my Lord, Fm a 
Woman; Colours, Concealments may hide a thou- 
ſand Faults in me 


thing except my Love, FI 
| ” Aim. 


Therefore know me better 
ficſt; I hardly dare afficm I knew my ſelf in any 


—- 
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Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd injure ! I find my 
ſelf equal to the Taſk of Villain; ſhe has giin'd 
my Soal, and made it honeſt like her own—l can- 
not hurt her. | 4Xſide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit 8 
Madam, behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, 
judge of my Paſhon by my Converſion 
Lye, nor dare | give a Fiction to your Arms; I'm all 
Counterfeit, except my Paſſion. | 

Dor. Forbid it, Heaven! A Counterfeit! 

Aim. | am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
Fortune; But the Beauties of your Miud and 
Per on have io won me from my ſelf, that, lik- a 
truſty. Servant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs to 
my own. 

wor. dure, I have had the Dream of ſome poor 
Mariner, a fl-eping Image of a welcome Port, and 
wake involv'd in Storms. Pray, Sir, who are 

ou: 

, Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, 
but Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty ! Once | was proud, 
Sir, of your Wealth and Tule, but now am prouder 
that you want it: Now | can ſhew, my Aim was 
juſtly levell'd, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, 
come in. 

Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who 
whiſpers Dorinda. 

Your Pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir? 
You muk excule me— lil wait on you preſently. 

; | [Exit with Gipſey. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. | Ex. 

Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieft depart —— It has 
an ominous Look. 

Euter Archer. 

Arch. Courage, Tom-—Shall I wiſh you Joy? 

Aim. No. | 

Arch. Oons, Man, what ha' you been doing? 

Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, | fear, has ruin d me. 

Arch, How! AA ol 


Aim, 


Im ail a 
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Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd! And without my Conſent? 
What! Have | embark'd my ſmall Remains in the 
ſame Bottom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all with- 
out my Partnerſhip ? 

Aim. O Archer, I own my Fault. 

Arch. After Conviction—'Tis then too late for Par- 
don - Vou may remember, Mr. Aim well, that you pro- 
pos'd this Folly—As you begun, ſo end it—Hence- 
forth 1'!] hunt my Fortune fingle——So farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay! What to be deſpis'd, expos'd and 
laugh'd at! No, I wou'd ſooner change Con- 
ditions with the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now 
- bound, than bare one ſcornful Smile from the proud 

Knight that once I treated as my Equal, 

Aim, What Knight ? 

Arch, Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady 
that | had almott But no matter for that, 'tis a 
curſed Night's Work, and fo 1 leave you to make 
the beſt on. 

Aim. Freeman / One Word, Archer, Still 1 
hive Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſion 
with Pleaſure. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and ſtill 
I dare believe (he will be juſt 

Arch. Fo her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 
have been. 

Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes, 

Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear Lord,—l fly with Impa- 
tience to your Arms The Minutes of my Abſence 
was 2 tedious Year, Where's this tedious Prieft ? 

Enter Folgard. 

Arch, Oons, a brave Girl. 

Dor. | ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy 
to our Affairs? 

Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 

Dor, Come, Pricit, do your Office, 


D d Arch, 
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Arch. Make haſte, make haſt; couple em any 
way. [Takes Aimweil's Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm 
to give ou | 

Dor. My Mind's alter'd ; I won't. 

Arch, E 

Aim. I'm confounded, 

Foig. Upon my Shou!, and ſho is my ſhelf. 

Arch, What's the matter now, Madam? 

Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves 
another This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to 
hide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to 
conceal nothing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the 
Perſon that you thought you counterfeited; you are 
the true Lord Viſcount Aimuell, and I with your 
Lordſhip Joy. Now, Prieſt, you may be gone; if 
my Lord is now pleas'd with the Match, | let his 
Lordſhip marry me in the Face of the Would. 

Aim. Archer, What does the mean? 

Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sul cn. 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I with you Joy. 

Aim. Of what? 

Sir Ch. Of your Honcur and Eſtate. Your Bro- 
ther died the Day before 1 left London; and all your 
Friends have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the 
reſt I did my ſelf the Honour. 

Arch. Heark'e Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? 

Sir Ch. Tis Truth, upon my Honour, 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd 
this Accident. 

Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought 
it forth; away with it. 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me 
to the Prize — [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, I 
wiſh you Joy. gad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 


neſteſt Fellow living. —'Sdeath, I'm grown ftrange 
airy upon this Matter My Lord, how d'ye ?—— 


A word, my Lord, Don't your remember . 
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of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the 
Mouyety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will 
amount to five thouſand Pound? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha' cut 
my Throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive 
this Lady, ; 

Arch. Ay, and lil cut your Throat again, if you 
ſhou'd deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the 
Diſpute the Lady's Fortune is Len thouſand Pound, 
we'll divide Stakes; take the Ten thouſand Pound, 
or the Lady. 

Dor. How! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordihip knows 
very well, that Lil take the Money; | leave you to 
his Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for, 

Enter Count Bellair. 

Count. Meſdames & Meſſieurs, I am your Servant 
trice humble: I hear you be rob here. 

Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir. 

Count. And begar, our Inn be rob too, 

Aim. Out Inn! By whom? 

Count. By the Landlord, begar——Garzoon he has 
rob himſelf, and run away. 

Arch. Rob'd himſelf! 

Count, Ay, begar, and me too of a hundre Pound, 

Arch. A hundred Pound! 

Count. Yes, that I ow'd him. 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. 

Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
Scates vaus quelque choſe de Madamoiſalle Cherry, 
Enter a Fellow with a ſirong Box aud a Letter. 

Fel. Is there one Marin here? 

Arch. Ay, ay who wants him? 

Fell I have a Box here and a Leiter for him. 

Arch. [Tating the Box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light my Lord, our Money 
again; but this unto'ds ihe Riddle, | Opening the Ler- 
ter, reads. Hum, hum, hum——O, tis for the pubs 
lick Good, and maſt be communicated to the Com- 
pany. Dd 2 Alr, 
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Mr. Martin. 
M Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to Night, 15 gone off; but if 
you can procure him 4 Pardon, he'll make great Diſco- 
weries that nay be uſeful to the Countrey : Con d I have 
met you inſtead of your Maſter to Night, I won'd have 
deliver d my ſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that 
much exceeds that in your ſtrong Box, which I have 
fent you, with an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that 
i ſhall ever be his m faithful Friend till Death, 
Cherry Bonniface, 
There's a Billet-doux for you— As for the Father, 
1 think he ought to be encouraged, - and for the 
Daughter ——Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride 
to take her into her Service inſtead of Gip/ey. 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance 
was owing to her Diſcovery. 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely 
in favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortu- 
nate Siſter, I intend to part her from her Huſband— 
Gentlemen, will you aſſiſt me? 

Arch. Aſt you! Sdeatb, who wou'd not? 

Count. Aſſiſt! Garzoon, we all aſſiſt. 

Enter Sullen. 
dul. What's all this? They tell me, Spouſe, 


that you had like to have been robb'd. 


Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near it—— 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 

Sul. How came theſe Gentlemen here ? 

Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning Thanks, 
you muſt know, 

Count. Gattoon, the Queſtion be apropo, for all dat. 

Sir CH. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 

Sul. Humph. 
Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph? 
Sir you ſhall deliver her: In ſhort, Sir, 
we have ſav'd you and your Family; and if you are 
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not civil, we'll unbind the Rogues, join with em, 
and ſet fire to your Houſe————What do's the Man 
mean? Not part with his Wife | 

Count. Ay, Gatzoon, de Man no-underftand Com- 
mon Juſtice. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by Conſent; Compulfion would ſpoil us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges: 
Pray, Sir, who are you? | 

Sir CH. | am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 


way your Wife. 


Sut, And vou, good Sir ? 

Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take a- 
way your Siſter. 

Sal And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope Cen- 
tlemen, you're heartily welcome; I never met with 
three more obliging People ſince I was born | 
And now, my Dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall haye 
the firſt Word. 

Arch. And the laſt, for five Pound. 

Mrs: Sul. Spouſe. 

Sul. Rib. 

Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd ? 

Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Months; — but 
by my Account, fourteen Years. 

Mrs. Sul. 'Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 

Count, Gatzoon, their Account will agree. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 

Sul, To get an Heir to my Eſtate, 

Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded? 

Sul No. 

Arch. The Condition fails of his ſide.— Pray, 
Madam, what did you marry for ? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 


agrecable Society, 
1 J. | D d 3 Sir 


86 The" Beaux Stratagem.” 
Sir ch. Are your ExpeQations anſwer'd! 
Mrs. Sal. No. 


Count. A clear Caſe, '# clear Cafe. ©” . | 
Sir Ch. What are ie Burs to your mutual Con- 


tentment ? 


Mrs: Sal. In the firſt plate, I can't drink Ale with him. 
Sul. Nor cam I drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Sul. I can't Hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I Dance with you. 

Mrs. Sul. I hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Piquet. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 

Sul. Yaur Prating is worſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence 
to each other? — A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 
Sul. A frigfefal Goblin to the Sight. 

Mrs. Sal. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 

Sul. Perpetnxal Wormwood to the Tafte. 

Mrs. St. Is there on Earth a thing we cou d agree in 


Sal. Yes to part. 
Mrs sal. With all my Heart. 
Sul. Your Hand. 


Mrs. Sul. Here. 

Sul. Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 
Away 
Mrs. Sal. North. 

Sul. South. 

Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt——far as the Poles aſunder. 

Count. Begar, the Ceremony be very pretty. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my Si- 
ſter's Fortune to make us eaſy. 


Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Sifter, and I love 


her Fortune; every one to his Fancy, 
Arch. Then you won't refund? 
Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. Then I find, Madam, you muſt e'en go to 
Jour Priſon again. 

Count What is the Portion? 

Six Ch, Ten thouſand Pound, Sir, 


Count, 


* 
* 
— 


. 


n Gatroon, IU pay it, and ſhe (ſhall go Home 
wid me. | | 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha; French all over Do you 
know, Sir, what Ten thouſand Pound Exgliſb is? 

Count. No, begar, not juſtement. 

Arch, Why, Sir, tis a hundred thouſand Livres. 

Count. A hundre touſand Livrers ! =n_lla arzoon, 
me canno' do't; your Beauties and their Fortunes are 
both too much for me. | 

Arch, Then | will————This Night's Adventure 
has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us al —For Cap- 
tain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made bold, Mr. S«llen, 


with your Study and Eſcritore, and has taken out all 


the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles of Mar- 
riage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Receipts, 


to an infinite Value; I took em from bim, and | de- 


liver them to Sir Charles. 
[ Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 
Sal. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſuy 


medly.— Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her For- 


tune, but I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir 
Charles, to be merry; and celebrate my Siſter's Wed- 
ding and my Divorce; you may command my 
Houſe !-——but my Head akes conſumedly: 
Scrub, bring me a Dram. 

Arch. Madam [To Mrs. Sull.] there's a Countrey- 
Dance to the Trifle that I ſung to Day; your Hand, 
and we'll lead it up. . 


Here 4 Dance. 


Arch. 'Twould be hard to gueſs which of theſe 
Parties is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the 
Couple parted ; the one rejoycing in hopes of an un- 
taſted Happineſs, and the other in their Deliverance 
from an experienc'd Miſery. - 

Both happy in their ſev'ral States, we find: 
Thoſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 

Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee; 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The End of the Fifth ACT. 
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Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the Beaux 


, 
Stratagem. © ? 
1 P to our Play your Jadgment can't be kind, : 
Let its expiring Author Pity find : R 
Survey his mournſul Caſe with melting Eyes, B 
Nor let the Bard be damn'd before he dies. a 
Forbear, you Fair, on his laſt Scene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown; T 
Then fhall the dying Peet ceaſe to fear * 
The dreadſul Knell, while your Applauſe he bears. T 
At Leuctra ſ the Conq'rimg T heban dy'd, 
Claim d his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d- 7 
Pleas d in the Pangs of Death he greatly thought a 
Conqueſt with Loſs of Life but cheaply bought. * 
The Diſſerence this, the Greek was one won d fight, F 
As brave, tho' not ſo gay as Serjeant Kite. | fac 
Te Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write.) N 
Ta Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, | 
You may the Bard above the. Hero raiſe, :-: th — 
Since yours 85 greater 7 han Athenian. P raiſe. P + 
| * . ; — 
L | 1 ri 
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